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TO TN 
TOWN. 
GENTLEMEN, 


FTER the Variety of 
Fortunes, that poor Gil 

Blas has experienced up- 

on the Stage ; the Praiſe and the 
Diſpraiſe he has received; the 
Mirth and the Groans he has oc- 
caſioned; he throws himſelf in- 
to your Cloſets, for your cooler 
and more deliberate Opinions of 
him. He does not pretend to 
any extraordinary Rank ; but 
flatters himſelf, notwithſtanding 
the Plainneſs of his Dreſs, that 
you will not think him too /ow 
for your Acquaintance. He can 
lay, without Vanity, that he 
could have been wirtier, had 
A2 he 


(iv) 
he not preferr'd being natural, 
and thought more of conducting 
his Bu ſineſs, than of ſhewing his 
Parts. He hopes no greater In- 
tricacy will appear in that Bufi- 
neſs, than was neceſſary to pro- 
duce entertaining Situations, and 
make the Diſcovery more plea- 
ling at laſt. Faults and Defects 
he has many ; but he humbly 
preſumes, that a good Cr:tick 
will no more expect Perfection 
upon the Stage, than a good 
Man will in Life. He confeſſes 
great Obligations to his Friends, 
and has no Reſentment to his 
Enemies. His Deſire is to enter- 
tain you innocently, and to be at 
all Times, 


GENTLEMEN, 


Your moſt obedient Servant. 


February 13th; 


— 


Spoken by Mr. Woodward, 
In the Character of a Critic, with a Catcall in his Hand. 


RE you all ready? Here's your Mufick ! here! * 
Author, ſneak off, we'll tickle you, my Dear. 

The Fellow flop'd me in a helliſh Fright — © 

Pray, Sir, ſays he, muſt I be damm d To-night ? 

Danm'd ! ſurely Friend Don't hope for our Compliance, 

Zounds, Sir !-—a ſecond Plays downright Defiance. 

Tho' once, poor Rogue, cue pity d your Condition, 

Here's the true Recipe—for Repetition. 

Well, Sir, ſays he, e en as you pleaſe, ſo then, 

[ll never trouble you with Plays again. 

But bart ye, Poet !—avon't you tho", fays I? 

Pon Honour —T hen we'll damn you, let me die. 

Shan't we, my Bucks ? Let's take him at his Word 

Damn him—or, by my Soul, he'll write a third. 

The Man wants Money, I ſuppoſe—But mind ye 

Tell him you ve left your Charity behind ye. 

A pretty Plea, His Wants to our Regard ! 

As if we Bloods had Bowels for a Bard! 

Befides, what Men of Spirit, now-a-days, 

Come to give ſober Tudgments of new Plays f 

It argues ſome good Nature to be quiet— 

Good Nature !— Ay—But then we loſe a Riot. 

The ſcribbling Fool may beg and make a Fuſs, 

'Tis Death to him—IWhat then ?—..'Tis Sport to us. 

Don't mind me tho — For all my Fun and Fokes, : 

| The Bard may find us Bloods, good. natur d Folks ? 

No crabbed Criticks— Foes to riſing Merit— 

Write but guith Fire—and we'll applaud with Spirit 

Our Author aims at no diſhoneft Ends, 

He knows no Enemies, and boaſts ſome Friends ; 

He takes no Methods down your Throats to cram it, 

Se if you like it, ſave it, if not damn it. 


* Blowing his Catcall. 
A 3 EPILOGUE. 
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Written by Mr. G AR RICK. 
And ſpoken by Mrs. Pritchard. 


S the Succeſs of Authors is uncertain, 
| Till all is over, and down drops the Curtain; 
Poets are puzzled in our dangerous Times, 
Hoau to Addreſs You in theſe After-Rhymes, 
F they implore and beg, with abject Mind, 
Their Meanneſs rather makes you fick than kind ; 
And if they bounce and huff it to the Town, 
Then You are up—and take the Bullies do aun. 
Of Beaux and Politicks and ſuch like Stuff, 
And &v'n of Tawary too, you've had enough 
On all Degrees, from Courtier to the Cit, 
Such ſlale dull T okes hade been ſo often writ, 
That nothing can be neg. but Decency and Wit. 
Thus far our Bard—The reſt is mine to ſay ; 
Jam his Friend, fo, will attack his Play. 
How could his thoughtleſs Head with any Truth 
(If Spaniſh Dons are like our Engliſh Youth ) 
Make his wild Rake fo fink from upper Life, 
To quit his Miſtreſs, for @ lawful Wife ! 
The Author might have married him—but then 
He ſhould have had his Miftreſs back again. 
This is the Scheme our Engliſh Dons purſue, 
Tho" One's too much, there's Taſte in having Two. 
As for the Lady] diſlike her Plan, 
With You I'm ſure, ſhe had not paſs'd for Man.— 
Had ſhe with Our young Bloods contriv'd this Freak, 
She had been blown and ruin'd in a Week. 
And if of Virtue they could not have trick'd ber, 
They'd damn'd her for a Fool—perhaps have kick'd her. 
But Jeſt apart—for all our Bard has aurote, 
Our moſt alluring Bait" s the Petticoat. 
Before that magic Shrine the proudef! fall, 
"Tis that enchanting Circle draws in all. | 
Let Fools ſay what they wwill, Experience Teaches, 
"Tis beft to marry firli—tben wear the Breecbes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Den Lewis Pacheco, Mr. Woodward. 

Don Felix de Mendoza, Mr, Palmer, - 
Don Gabriel de Pedros, Mr. Sowdon. 

Gil Blas, Servant to Aurora, Mr. Genick. 
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Melchior, Servant to Don Lewis, Mx. Yates. 
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Pedro, Servant to Don Felix, Me. Shuter. 


. 
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WOMEN. 
Aurora, Mrs. Pritchard. 
Habella, | Mrs. Bennet. 
Laura, Woman to Aurora, M/s Minors, 


Beatrice, Iſabella's Maid, ; Mrs. Croſs. 
Bernarda, one who lets Lodgings, Miſs Pitt. 
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SCENE, Salamanca. | | 


GIL. BL AS. 


A 


— * . 


1 
SCENE, an Apartment at Bernarda's. 


Enter Gil Blas, with a Portmanteau, and Bernarda. 


Ber. HIS is the Room, Signor — Here, 
here ! Yoga may lay your Portmantua 
here. And now, young Man, you are 
welcome to Salamanca. 

Gil. Thank you, thank you, Signora. A pleaſant 
Sort of a Situation this! My Maſter and I are not over 
nice; if Things are neat, and the People handy about 
us, we may ſtay with you ſome Time. 

Ber. I preſume, Signor—bnt I never ak Queſtions... 
— What People have a Mind to tell, it would be rude 


not to hear, you know—But I preſume you are come -_ 


to purſue your Stud es 
Gil. Very poſſibly, Signora The Sciences are in- 
viting Things; and moſt kely we ſhall dabble a little 
before we go—Eur my Maſter, Signora my Maſter 
may want you, He's horridly fatigu'd I'm afraid 
1 A 5 As 
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L LAS. 

As for myſelf - the Converſation of an agreeable Wo- 
man to be ſure—{ Bowing) But I don't know ho it 
is—this College Air has made me a little thoughtful, — 
I would be alone. * 

Ber. Nay, Signor, Heaven forbid that I ſhould di- 
ſturb you. We ſhan't fall out I believe. You look 
like a ſober, diſcreet young Man — Lil attend your Ma- 
ſter, and come back t' you preſently. _ [ Exit. 

Gil. And come back t' you preſently What the 
Devil do theſe Women ſee in Me; that I always get 
into their good Graces ſo !—But now for a little think - 
ing. From Madrid to Salamanca in eighteen Hours! 
Why, what a Madcap 1s this Miſtreſs of mine ! Here 
has ſhe ſtep'd into Breeches ; left her, Friends in the 
Lurch ; truſted no one with her Secret ; and, with on- 
ly her Woman and myſelf, poſted to Salamanca. Can 
this be a Frolick ? No, faith. A hundred and eight 
Miles, and the worit Road in all Spain, is rather too 
much for a Frolick. Love then !—Ay, ay, Love muſt 
be the Thing. Let a mettled Girl but once get That 
into her Head, and the Labours of Hercules are no 
more than a Game at Romps to her. Love let it be 
then. But where's the Man? There I confeſs my Sa- 
gacity is at Fault. And yet with a little Vanity now, I 
could be mighty unaccountable in my Gueſs. Says 
my Lady Aurora at Madrid—and ſhe call'd me into her 
Room too—G27/ Blas, can you be faithful? Have you 
2 Regard for your Miſtreſs? Will you fly with me 
to Salamanca; I have a Secret that will ſurprize you. 
From the firſt Day to that & enter'd into her Ser- 
vice.— 

Ber. (Within ) Signor Gil Blas!“ 
Gil. Who calls there ?—She diſtinguiſh'd me with 
Favours; loaded me with Praiſes ; enquird into my 
Family; lamented my Servitude; admir'd my Ad- 
dreſs ; courted my good Opinion ; ſmil'd at me ; nod- 
ded at me; wink'd at me There muſt be ſome Mean- 

ing in all this. — 
Ber. (Withia) Signor Gi Blas ! Where are you, 

Signor Gil Blas? | 
Gil. 
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Gil. Here! here! A Pox of your ſcreamings ! 
What a delicious Dream has this Hag interrupted ! 

| Re-enter Bernarda. 

Ber. O, Signor! are you here? They told me you 
were gone down Stairs. Well to be ſure ! this Maſter 
of yours — this Friend J mean,— | 

Gil. There you have hit it, Signora, you have hitit 
— But has he ſaid any Thing of Me pray ? 

Ber. Said any Thing ! why he talks of nothing elfe. 
Signora Bernarda, ſays he, take Care that G Blas be 
well treated. I have the greateſt Regard for him. He 
is every Thing in the World to me.— 

Gil Gratitude, Signora; only a little Gratitude for 
good Offices. I ſerve my Maſter with Advice, and he 
pays me with Friendſhip—that's all. | 

Ber. Well, how prettily was that ſaid now! But as 
I was ſaying—O, to be ſure, he's a ſweet Gentleman! 
And there's Signor Lopez to0,— 

Gil. ( 4fide.) A Chambermaid in Breeches. 

Ber. He may wear what Dreſs he pleaſes, but his 
Looks are too good for a Valet de Chambre. Some 
Man of Faſhion, I ſuppoſe. l 

Gil. Of a very antient Family, Signora —a little re- 
duc'd or fo | 

Ber. Poor Gentleman ! But he's happy in ſuch a 
Friend. 1 had a Friend too, but he forſook me; and 
ſo I'm reduc'd to let Lodgings. But let me tell you, 
voung Man—{ The Bell rings, and Bernarda is call d 
from within) I never ſhow a Room to any but People 
of Quality. 

( Within ) Signora Pernerde ! 

Ber. Nothing but Hurry in this Houſe! / The Bell 
rings again ) Preſently preſently !— Your Maſter is a 
Man of Quality, I ſuppoſe ? But I aſk no Queſtions. 

Gil. Nor will give any Anſwers, I fee. ( Angrily.} 

Ber. Don't be in a Paſſion, young Man. (The 
Bell rings again) Coming! coming! . 

Gil. ¶ Mufing) Take Care that Gi] Flas be well trea- 
ted have the greateſt Regard for him—He is every 
Thing in the World to me—'Thoſe were the Words I 
think—PBut they meant nothing to be ſure—Priendſhip 
| perhaps 
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perhaps —a little of the Platonic or ſo—but no Love 
not a Bit of that—And yet now I could fancy my- 
ſelf born to be a great Man. She call'd me to her 
yeſterday at the Inn, and could not ſpeak for Bluſhing 
n= A ſoft Sign that We have another Lodging 
too in the next Street Well, and what then ?— Why 
only that Somebody's to be Maſter there. If ſhe 
ſhould be really ſmitten with my Perſon. and Under- 
ftanding !-—But a Pox on't, I have been making Love 
to the Chambermaid—What's to be done there? Her 
Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. Jealouſy's an unruly Paſ- 
ſion — The Girl ſhall be provided for—Yes—ſhe muſt 
be provided for. | 1 — 
5 Enter Laura in Boy's Clothes. | 

Lau. (Slapping him on the Shoulder ) What are you 
thinking of, G Plus! 

Gil. Oh, Laura Ils it you? — How d' you do, 
Child ?—I'm a little buſy. 

Lan. Hey-day ! Is any Thing the Matter with you? 

Gil. Why, look you, Child — When Men of Un- 
derſtanding withdraw themſelves from Company, they 
are not to be broke in upon—People ſhould allow 'em 
their thoughtful Moments. | 

au. Ha!— A Diſorder in your Head, perhaps !— 

And fo you don't love me ? | | 

Gil. A Citizen of the World muſt love every Body. 
We are all Links of the ſame' Chain, Laura But 
Times and Circumſtances are ſubject to change And 
ſo - in ſhort—the World's a very fickle Sort of a 
World he 
Lau. Very fickle indeed—But I'm ſorry you don't 
love me! wanted to have made a Fool of you. 
Gil. That's a Fib, Huſſy. Gentlemen of my Ap- 
238 are not to be play d Tricks with by Cham- 

rmaids. But a Word in your Ear, Child. I intend 
to ſhow myſelf a little in Salamanca And if the La- 
dies ſhould happen to walk with their Eyes open 
why, you muſt make yourſelf as eaſy as you can. 
Upon my Honour I'll come back, if I can't do better. 
Lau. And upon my Honour, I'll forgive you if you 

can. | g 


Gil. 


GIL ILA, 
Gil. But how does travelling agree with you, Lau- 
ra? | 

Lau. Juſt as Loving does with You. I am tir d. 

Gil. Like enough, Faith, But how does Donna 
Aurora ? 5 

Lau. In as high Spirits as when ſhe left Madrid. Ah, 
Gil. Blas if You lov's Me, as well as I fancy She 
loves Somebody.— 

Gil. Ha ! has ſhe ſaid any Thing? 

Lau. A Hint or ſo—But You are her Favourite, and 
to know all preſently. | 

Gil. Hem ! So I ſuppofe, Child. No, no, to be 
ſure it is not me. _ [Afide, and ſtrutting. 
Lau. Hey-day ! What does the Coxcomb ſwell at? 

Gil. Hark you, Laura—lf ever 1 live to be a great 
Man, you ſhall be provided for. 

Lau. The Jackanapes! Why, you don't think my 
Lady Aurora in Love with You ? | 

Gil. With me! in Love with me! Ha, ha, ha! 
Why ſhould ſhe be in Love with me? And yet ſtranger 
Things have happen'd, Child. 

Lau. Is it poſſible the Fellow ſhould be in earneſt ? 
Ade] "Tis mighty well, Sir—and fo all your fine Pro- 
miſes are come to this ! | | 

Gil. Why, look you, Child—As to Promiſes—You 
ſhall be provided for—ſo'don't cry. | 

lau. The Gudgeon, what a Swallow he has ! [ Aar. 

Gil. What are you thinking of, Laura! | 

Lau. That you are a mercenary Wretch, and that my 
Eyes are open at laſt—Yes, yes, tis plain enough now, 
what we came to Salamanca for. [| Angrily.] But will 


you really deſert me, Gil Blas? | 
Gil. Deſert you ! What a Thought was there in- 


deed ! Don't. I tell you, you ſhall be provided for? 
Your Lady ſhall be a Friend too. I have fome Intereſt 
with her I believe. [Strutting about.] But mum? 
here ſhe comes. Don't be a Fool and ſpoil all now. 


Lau. I ſhall certainly die, if I don't laugh. [Act.] 


Enter 
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Enter Aurora, in Boy's Clothes, and Bernarda. 

Aur, Nay, as for that, Signora, I don't diflike the 
Apartments—Hark you, Gi! F/as—You muſt away to 
the other Lodgings for the ſmall Pormanteau. And 
be ſure you get every Thing in Readineſs. But if you 
would oblige me, return immediately. I have a Secret 
for you of the laſt Importance—Remember to make 
Haſte back. [ part.] 

Gil. Yes, Sir—If you would oblige me !—Laſt Im- 
portance !— Return immediately! ( 4/ide.) Ill be 
back ina Moment, Sir. | [ Exit, 

Aur. For you, Lopez —T ſhall dreſs in a quarter of 
an Hour; ſo ſee that every Thing is in Readineſs. 

Lau. When you pleaſe, Sir. [ Exit, 

Aur. But if Don Lewis ſhould diſappoint you, Sig- 
nora | 
Ber. He never diſappoints me—His Baggage came 
Yeſterday ; and I expect him )every Moment—Oh ! 
3 the ſweeteſt Gentleman! You'll be ſo happy toge- 

er 

Aur. I have heard often of him. But they ſay he 
purſues the Ladies at Salamanca rather cloſer than his 
Studies. | | 

Ber. Nay, as for that Matter—But I ſay nothing. 
—People that let Lodgings muſt not tell Tales. He's 
a ſweet Nobleman, and may have his Gallantries for 
any Thing I know, | 

Aur. A good many I ſuppoſe. But you are to be 
truſted, Signora. | 

Ber. I thank Heaven, Sir. What one ſees, one 
ſees, you know—But Madam 7/abe//a would not walk 
ſo proudly, if her Secret was not in ſafe Keeping. 

Aur, Iſabella ! O! I had forgot Is not ſhe ?— 

Her. The old Advocate's Daughter, Sir. But Don 
Lewis may be miſtaken. 

Aur, D' you think to ? 

Ber. Nay, I think nothing, and ſay nothing. He 
may fancy he has her all to himſelf. —But it is not my 
Way to tell Tales. * 

Aur, Nor mine to aſk Queſtions, We are the beſt 
met in the World for that, Signora. You can keep 

| Secrets, 
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Secrets, and I want to know none=—e[s ſhe hand- 
ſome ? 5 | 

Ber. Handſome !— She knows how to dreſs, Sir, 
But if a certain Perſon, that ſhall be nameleſs, did not 
neglect herſelf a little Her Ladyſhip and I are pret- 
ty near of an Age I believe—She has a great Spirit 
tho”, 

Aur Has ſhe ſuch a Spirit? 

Ber. 'The Devil of a Spirit, Sir—And then for In- 
trigue ! But I ſay Nothing. 

Aur. And yet it vexes you that Don Lewis ſhould 
be ſo deceiv'd. | 

Ber. There's the Thing, Sir. Why, he believes 
her as conſtant as a Turtle—But between you and me, 
I never lik d his Friend Don Gabriel. 

Aur. Has his Friend been falſe too ? | 

Ber. It's no Buſireſs of mine, Sir—But People will 
talk. There have been ſtrange Doings in Don Lexwzs's 
Abſence. —This Gabriel, you muſt know, is his Confi- 
dant with the Lady—But I have nothing to do with 
their Intrigues. | 

Aur. You talk like a diſcreet Woman, Signora. 
Ber. I thank Heaven, Sir, for what I am. I live 
as you ſee ; and let the beſt Lodgings in Salamanca. 
You are in a Houſe of Reputation, Sir, and your Secrets 
will be ſafe. TSS 

Aur. So I ſee indeed. ( Afide.) Iſabella is not 
handſome then ? RN 

Ber. Nothing like it, Sir—.A bad Woman too— 
a very bad Woman. 

Aur. They don't think Don Lewwzs will marry her? 

Ber. Out upon her! Marry her! No, no, he knows 
better ; and beſides, he's too wild a Spark to think of 
marrying any Body. 

Aur: So I'm afraid, indeed. (Aſide.) You ſhall intro- 
duce me to him, Signora. 

Per By all Means, Sir. You will be the ſweeteſt 
Company! But ſuch Doings! Thank Heaven, I am 
not ſo young as I was !--For I have had my Tempta- 
tions as well as others 

Aur. Ay, Signora; and have given em too, or I 
am miſtaken. a Ber. 
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Ber. Nay, as to that But I am turn'd of thirty 
Would you think it, Sir ? I am turn d of thirty 
But I was always diſcreet. | 
' Aur, You may thank Heaven indeed, Signora; for 
Diſcretion is not always a Woman's Virtue, 

| Re-enter Laura. 
What now, Lopez ? 

Lau, Only for the Portmanteau, Sir. 

Aur. Stay a Moment -—-I ſhall call for you by-and- 
by, Signora. (To Bernarda.) But be ſure you come 
and tell me when Don Leavis arrives. | 

Ber. Heavens bleſs you both ! But many an aking 
Heart will be left behind you in Salamanca (Exit, 

Lau. And now what News, Madam ? 

Aur. Only that Don Lewis has a Miſtreſs here. 

Lau. A Score of em, I'll warrant you. Did you 
imagine he came hither only to ſtudy ? 

Aur. "Tis We are come to ſtudy I'm afraid. (S7ghs.) 
Ours is a wild Scheme, Laura. | 

Lau. Let it be ſucceſsful, and no Matter. 

Aur. You have not ſaid any Thing to Gi! Blas? 

Lau. Not a Syllable, Madam ; and for a particular 
Reaſon, I am glad on't 
Aur. What Reaſon, prithee ? 

Lau. Another Time, Madam. Here he comes, 

Aur, Do you withdraw then, J am aſham'd to let him 
into the Secret, but there's nothing to be done without 
him. 

Lau. Ha! (looking out.) Let me die if the Fellow has 


not gone and powder'd himſelf. (Afide and Exit. 
Enter Gil Blas, poxuder'd and dreſi d, with a Portman- 
| : teau. | 


Aur. So ſoon return'd, and dreſs'd too, Gil Blas! 
But you are always expeditious, 

Gil. To obey a Lady's Commands, Madam—and 
yours above all others. There's a Willingneſs in ſuch 
Obedience, that turns Fatigue to Pleaſure. 

Aur. Why, you are an abſolute Courtier, Gil Plas ! 
hut I told you I had a Secret for yovu—Heigh ! ho! 
—Come from the Door a little, and tell me if I may 
truſt you, 


Gl. 
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Gil. If you doubt me, Madam !— | 

Aur. No, Gil Blas, I think you have a Regard for 
me. I have found in you an Underſtanding above the 
Condition of a Servant; and I know too, that by 
Birth and Education, you have a Right to better Em- 
ployment. From this Moment you are my Friend. 
Will you be my Friend, G. Blas! 

Gil. Your faithful Servant for ever, Madam — and 
one that I don't know—You have made me But 

won't you go on, Madam? | 
Aur. I know not how, Gil Blas—T am a Woman, 
and I find have all the Frailties of a Woman. < 

Gil. For Heaven's Sake !— | d 

Aur. Yet why ſhould Love be call'd a Frailty ?—— 
But then fo raſh a Love ! ſo forward ! ſo liable to Cen- 
__ I bluſh to own the Folly I have been guilty 
Ot. . | 

Gil. Is it my Condition, Madam? -I am a Servant. 
tis true - But then Why let em cenſure—let em cen- 
ſure, Madam. 35 | 

Hur, I know you are to be truſted ; and it may lie in 
your Care and Secreſy to make me happy. 

Gil. In mine, Madam !—To make You happy? 
Is it poſſible ? | 

Aur. Has Laura told you nothing ? 

Gil. Not a Syllable——It was Matter of Diverſion 
to her—But, ſays I, ſtranger Things have happen'd,—- 
My Lady Aurora, ſays J. 

Aur. You could not gueſs it ſure ? 

Gil. She laugh'd at me only for hinting at it. 

Aur. And what was your Hint ? 

Gil. Nay, Madam, I am but a Servant—And till I 
know it from your own Lips. — | 

Aur, But you'll blame me I'm afraid... Nay all the 
World will blame me. 

Gil. Love, Madam, is a great Leveller we all know 
But where the Object is ſo very unworthy.— 

Aur. Unworthy did you fay ? Why unworthy ? 

Gil. Not abſolutely unworthy, I muſt needs own— 
But the Honour is ſo high, Madam. — * 


EA. 


Aur. So high ! What mean you ?—He may have a 
few Faults of Youth perhaps - but his Virtues— | 
Ci. O, Lord, Madam | 

Aur. Nay, nay, he has a thouſand Virtues.— 

Gil. All of your own making indged, Madam—But 
upon my Knees I conjure you! (Knees) open your 
whole Heart to me Well fly to the fartheſt Corner 
of the World to hide your Bluſhes. 

Aur. Nay, Gil Blas—if Don Lewis and I come to- 
gether, there will be no great Need of bluſhing, or of 
. hiding either. 

Gi Don Lewis did you fay, Madam ? — Don 
Lewis? 

Aur. You ſeem ſurpriz d, Gil Blas! | 

Gil. A little, Madam—T did not once think of Don 
Lewis, J muſt own. | 

Sad Not think of him ! Who was it you did think 
of ? 

Gil. I believe I was a little abſent, Madam. 

Aur. That's ſtrange methinks! Do you know Don 
Lewis ? | | ; 

Gil. Don Lewis Pacheco? 


Aur. Ay. 1* 5 
Gil. J have ſeen him, Madam, Yes, yes, the Man's 
found at laſt. ( Hide. 


Aur. Seen him ! You are ſtrangely ſurpriz'd, G:/ 
Blas — But what I am going to tell you will ſurprize 
you more. | 

Gil. Nay, Madam, as to that can't be much more 
ſurpriz d. 

Aur. I have only ſeen him neither! verily believe 
he does not ſo much as know me. 

Gil. Indeed, Madam 

Aur, But from the Inſtant he caught my Eyes, I felt a 
Paſſion for him ſo ſtrong, that all my Reſolution ſince 
has not been able to conquer it. I told Laura of my 
Love. 

. Gil. Laura, Madam ! O, the jade ( Afrde. 

Aur. Why not? What Objection was there to Lau- 
ra's knowing 1t ? , 

Gil. Obje&tion ! None at all, Madam - no Objecti- 
on- Pray go on. Aur. 
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Hur. I told her of my Love, and bad her enquire 
into his Temper and Character. She acquitted herſelf 
ſo well, and brought me ſuch flattering Accounts of 
him, that I grew deſperate, and hearing he was imme- 
diately returning to Salamanca to finiſh his Studies, I 
determin'd, in this Diguiſe, to be here before him, and 
in the very Houſe where he's to lodge. - But now comes 
my Scheme—Don't be ſo amaz'd till you have heard 
me out. 

Gil. A little puzzled or ſo — But the Scheme by all 
Means, Madgm. - 

Aur. My Brother, you nw; was with the Army 
abroad ; and has been too long abſent from Madrid for 
Don Lewis to have any Knowledge of him = For this 
Reaſon I made bold to borrow his Name ; and under 
the manly Appearance of Don Felix de Mendoza, Lin- 
tend an intimate Acquaintance with Don Lewiz—At the 
other Lodgings : 

Gil. Ay, Madam, what then ? 

Aur. There I am to be myſelf — with Laura as my 
Duenna, juſt come from the Country in my Way to 
Madrid. Here I am Don Felix in Breeches — and 
There his Twin-Siſter, Donna Aurora, in Petticoats. 
Here I ſhall talk to him A myſelf and There he ſhall 
be introduc'd to myſelf —D'you conceive me:? 

Gil. Perfectly, Madant O, Love, Love, whet Fools 
do you make of us! ( Afide. ) When do. you expect 
him ! 

Aur. To-day—Every Moment. You look as if the 
Thing did not pleaſe you. 

Gil. O, mightily, Madam! mightily indeed! 
Philoſo hy I thank thee! I am coming to myſelf again. 
[ 4fide. ) J like it — There's __ in it — and I'll aſſiſt 
you with my Life. 

Aur. Thank you, Gi/ Blas — And whether we ſuc: 
ceed or not, it ſhall be a Service you ſhan't repent of 
hut huſh !—we are interrupted, 


Enter 
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| Eater Bernarda haftiy, and Laura. 


Ber. News ! News, Sir! — I told you how 'twould 
be. The Don's arriv'd, and will kiſs your Hands as 
ſoon as he is dreſs'd — Oh! ſuch a Couple of you ! — 
But I ſay nothing — only Heaven defend the poor Wo- 
men in Salamanca ! 

Aur. And did you tell him, Signora — I mean, did 
you pay him my Compliments? . 

Ber. Did I? To be ſure I did the very Inſtant I had 

2 He knows your Family perfectly, he 
ns 
5 Ha 
1 Ber. Tho he has not the Honour to know Don Fe- 
x. 

Av. Then all's well again. ( 4/iae. ) 

Ber. No Matter — Yeu be ſoon enough SALVE 
for Miſchief, I'll warrant you. 

Aur. Does he dine at Home? 

Ber, If he can be honour'd with Vour ls, he 
ſays. 4 The Bell rings.) Coming! Coming! 

I'll certainly attend him. * * rings again. * | 

5 Coming, I ſa No ut Hurry in this 
Houſe ! 1 of 5 [Exit. 

Lau. You look pale, Madam. 

Aur. Sick, ſick, Laura, quite fick Would I were 
at Maarid again ! 

Lay. Courage! Courage, Madam | What Deſpair of 
Victory before the Engagement! — Methinks Gil, Blas 
looks a little pale too. 

Gil. Oh! the Slut! (Afade ) 

Aur. What's the Matter, Gi] Blas? 

Gil. Wi h me, Madam? Nothing in the World, 
Madam. I was thinking that — only a little concern d 
to ſee you ſo out of Spirits. 

Lau. Ha, ha, ha! And ſo the Story took a wrong 
Turn ! (Apart to Gil Blas) 

Gi/. Hark you, Huſly—One Word to your Miſtreſs, 
and 1 deſert the Cauſe, ( Apart. 8 Fe: 
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+ Aur. Nay, nay, no Whiſpering. We have not Time. 
Is every Thing ready in my Room? (To Laura.) 


I muſt in, and this Moment. Would this Meet- - 


ing _ well over! for I have but a Woman's Heart 
after al 

Lau. Never fear, Madam. He does not know Don 
Felix. 

Aur. The Certainty of that gives me ſome Hopes. 

Gil. Every Thing muſt depend upon your own Beha- 
viour, Madam. 


Aur. For which Reaſon, you, Gil Blas, are from 


this Inſtant to converſe with Don Felix with all the i im- 
pertinent Freedom of a favourite Servan 


Gil. Very well, Madam —Moſt noble noble Bon Felix, Im 


your Slave. 

Lau. Why, there now! — How eaſy my Lady has 
made your Part! — And yet how the Man looks i Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Aur. No Laughing, I beſeech you—By which Means, 
whenever you ſee me diſconcerted, you can turn the 
Diſcourſe, and give me Time to recover. The ſame 
good Turn, you Laura, can do Don Feliæ's Siſter, in 
the watchful Office of her Duenna. 

Gil. Right, Madam — And ſhe'll become the Office 
admirably. 

Lau. I'll aſſure you, Sir! | s 

Aur. ] ſee t wil do- My Spirits are returning! - 

Gil. But ſtill he muſt ſee you again and again. 

Aur. Perhaps not — But to guard againſt the worſt, 
run immediately to the Inn, and order ee ſt Horſes 
to be kept ready ſaddled, that we may ih the very 
Inſtant we ſee Occaſion. 

Gil. The very Thing, Madam ! - — Tu go immedi- 
ate! 

7 * You muſt be back to wait at Dinner tho'. 

Gil. Without Fail. 

Aur. And now to equip myſelf for the Field of 
Battle! Come, Laura. [Exit, 

Lax. Ha, ha, ha! Pluck vp a little Courage, Man, 
— and don't look ſo — Things did go a 
little wrong to be ſure — But I won't tell. [Exit, and 

: re- enters. 
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re-enters.] And yet, upon ſecond Thoughts, if Don 
Lewis and my Lady ſhould happen to diſagree, — who 
knows but—However, we'll of that another Time. 

| exit, laughing. 

Sil. So, ſo! I have fool'd myſelf to ſome Tune — 
Oh, Vanity ! Vanity ! — A Canker upon this Tongue 
of mine for blabbing to Laura — I was to provide for 
her with a Pox ! — Now will ſhe betray me to her Miſ- 
treſs, and add a thouſand Lies by Way. of Decoration. 
I can't ſtand it— No—TH e'en ſteal off, and leave em 
to ſhift for themſelves — But hold ! hold ! Will that be 
honourable ? Has not my Lady Jurora truſted me with 
her Secret? — And won't ſhe ſtand in Need of my Ad- 
vice? — But then to ſtay and be the But of a Chamber- 
maid ! — That ſtings — No — it is not in Philoſophy to 

bear that But hold again! Does my Lady know what 
an Aſs I have been? Why, no —— Ay, but then this 
Laura ! The Secret's too good to be kept, that's cer- 
tain—Well ! Tis but denying it, and the Matter at leaſt 
remains doubtful. I muſt humour her, and pretend 
Love to her — Ay, ay, that will do. Aurora muſt be 


ſery'd — I have promis'd, and will perform — So now I 
am myſelf again. 


Enter Melchior, bruſhing a Hat, and finging. 


Mel. Nat a Petticoat fring*d, or the Heel of as hoe, 
Ewer paſs'd me by Day-light, but at it 1 flew. 


Sil. I ſhould know that Voice ſure. 

Mel. Gil Blas! a 

Gil. What, Melchior !/— my old Friend and Compa- 
nion at Tales“? 

Mel. And as hearty as ever, Boy — Kiſs me. 
Gil. But what in the Devil's Name brought you hi- 
ther ? | 

Mel. A Partiality for the Sciences. I was always of 
a thoughtful Turn, you know mightily addict- 
ed to be wiſe — And ſo my Maſter and I are come hi- 
ther to finiſh our Studies. 


Gil. And who may be your Maſter pray ? 


Mel. 
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Mel. The noble Don Lewis Pacheco — And we live 
as merry as the Morning Lark, Boy— But what Service 
are You in, Gi Blas? for I ſee you wear the Badge 
ſtill, | 

Gil. A Whim, Melchior — only a Whim, I live in 
Friendſhip with Don Felix de Mendoza. Your Maſter 
and he and I are to be very intimate. 

Mel. Gil Blas ! 

Gil. Ha! | | 

Mel Why, they have net cur'd you. Do you 
member old Stories ? | 

Gil. Ay; and have learnt Philoſophy enough to laugh 
at em But come, a Hiſtory ! a Hiſtory ! - 
muſt know your Adventures, Melchior. 


Mel. Would not a Glaſs of Malaga do better before 


Dinner? 


Gil. Vour Adventures firſt, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Mel. Faith, as for Adventures, a few trifling Services, 
and as few trifling Intrigues, make up the whole Cata- 
logue — in Spain I mean — But I have been in England, 
Boy. | 

Gil. In England! And do they live there as we do ? 
Mel. Ay, and die there as You may do—My Maſter 

and I had like to have dy'd there— A Pox upon the 
People ! If a Man would live by his Wits among 'em, 
he muſt die by the Law. | 

Gil. And who was that Maſter, pray? 

Mel. His Name d'you mean—Oh ! a great Count 
II aſſure you— A moſt finiſh'd Gentleman. One that 
could travel the World over, and carry his Fortune in 
his Fingers — Preſto ! begone ! — And ſnap, a Noble- 
man's Purſe is in your own Pocket. 

Gil. And how were you receiv'd in England ? 

Mel. Oh! Faith, mighty wel. To do 'em Juſtice, 


the Engliſh are a very good Sort of People. If you 


don't dive too deep into their Pockets, they are mighty 
fond of having them pick'd by Strangers. 

Gil. But what Company did you keep? 

Mel. The beſt you may be ſure. We had a Paſſport 
to all the People of Rank. 

C1. And what was that? 


Mel. 
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Mel. Play, my Boy — the Key to every great Man's 


Door in England. Sometimes indeed, Merit, Title, or 


Fortune may introduce a Stranger to Notice but the 
ſureſt Recommendation is Play Do but play deep, and 
you rank with the beſt of em. 

Gil. But their Women, Melchior — How are their 


Women? 


Mel. Why, that's a Queſtion I can hardly anſwer — 
We marry'd a few of them— They are mighty fond of 
Strangers, you muſt know — But we did not live long 
enough with our Wives, to make a Trial of their Temg 


Gil. You are a great Rogue, Melchior. 

Mel. Ay, Gil Blas; if Your Honeſty was but equal 
to My Knavery, I ſhould have a pretty good Opinion of 
you. But, Faith, I am naturally honeſt—I do but co- 
Py my Maſters. 

Gil. You muſt mend, Sir, you muſt — And I don't 
care if 1 go in with you, and drink a Glaſs to your Re- 
formation. 4 | 

Mel. And to the Reformation of our Maſters ; for 
if yours is ſuch a Wencher as mine, we ſhall have but 
bad Examples. 3 

Gil. We muſt ſet em then, we muſt ſet em — ſo 
come along] can ſtay but a Moment tho'—You are a 
great Rogue, a great Rogue, Melchior. 

| [Exeunt. 


A” 


„ 
SCENE, continues. 
Enter Gil Blas, and Laura in Boys Clothes. 
| Gil. Ne but Jollity all Dinner. time — And 
n ſuch Profeſſions of Friendſhip, and 


ſuch Schemes for Raking ! — Faith, to my Mind tho', 
my Lady Aurora's the cleverer Fellow of the two. * 
1. 
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Lau. At her Tongue you mean. But what have they - 
talk'd about ? 

Gil. Wenching. What ſhould they talk about ? The i 
Devil's in theſe Women, when they ſtep into Breeches— | | 
She has boaſted of ſuch Exploits —I was forc'd to . | 
her a Nod now and then to hold her Hand; for | i 
Lewis will certainly ſmoak the Woman by her Want of . 
Conſcience. 7 

Lau. I'll aſſure you, Saucebox! — But how did you | 
feel yourſelf, Gi! Blas? Did not the Sight of Don 
Lewis diſcompoſe you? 

Gil. Nay, prithee now 

Lau. Only a little Come, come, confeſs. 

Gil. Have you no Mercy, Hufly ? 

Lau. Ha, ha, ha! — Stay till I have done laughing; 
and perhaps I may find a little — But hark you, Git 
Blas ! If Matters had turn'd out as you and 1 ſhrewdly 
ſuſpected, would you really have provided for me. 

Gil. Will the Wench never have done? — Zounds? 
can't a Man miſtake ? Humanum eft errare — There's 
Latin for you, you Slut — and the Meaning ont is, 
that a very wiſe Man may be an Aſs ſometimes. 

Lau. And ſo fine a Scholar too ! — That's a Pity — 
But you love me again now, I ſuppoſe ? 

Gil. Moſt violently, by this Hand. (Taking her 
Hand.) Nay, prithee, don't be coy—'Twas but a little 
Slip from Views: Has your Virtue never made a Slip, 
Child ? 

Lau. Not that you ſhall. know of, Sir. But how if 
ſhould ſuffer you to kneel to me once more ? — Ah 
Gi Blas! Theſe Women of Quality will never let you 
alone, I'm afraid. 

Gil. You won't have done then ? — One Word more 
and I vaniſh. 

Lau. Ha, ha, ha come, T have done, I have done 
— Here's my Hand upon't. 

Gil. And mine — You muſt ſwear firſt tho", never 
even to think of what an Aſs I have been. 1 have 
been an Aſs, Laura, and there's an End on't. 

Lau. Agricd, agreed — And now you ſhall gallant 
me to the other Lodgings. * 

I, 
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Gil. But not a Word to my Lady — That's the firſt 
Part of the Condition. | 72 
Lau. And the ſecond— 

Sil. That the Laugh's out, and T hear no more on't 
80 away, away — For I muſt be back in a Moment. 
, - [Exeunt, 


* 


Scene draws and diſcovers Don Lewis and Aurora over a 
Bottle. 


4 4 L. Ha, ha, ha! And ſo the Brother would not 
t r a 
1 He did not like me, I believe, J wore a Coc- 
kade in my Hat, and had ſeen ſome Service, you know. 
I was reckon'd pretty good at a home Thruſt too - And 
theſe are Circumſtances your modern fine Gentlemen 
don't reliſh ſo well. | 
D. L. But what ſaid the old Banker, her Father? 
Aur. There's a Form, you know, for Fathers upon 
ſuch Occafions—A Form I ought to remember I'm ſure ; 
for I have had it repeated to me by thirty or forty of 
*em. It runs pretty much in this Manner — Sir, you 
have ruin'd my Daughter, and diſhonour'd my Family 
A Family, Sir !—And ſo on—a good deal about the 
Family—And for a Concluſion, you muſt make Amends 
by Marriage. | 

D. L. And you anſwer'd in Form too, I ſuppoſe ? 

- Aur. By a ſhort Negative, and a low Bow — And ſo. 
the Affair ended. | 

D. L.. But what became of the Girl ? 

Aur. She ſtole to me the next Day, and cry'd a little 
we But I am a bitter bad Comforter—I can't bear to ſee 
a Woman in Diſtreſs — Beſides, I was ſo engag'd with 
half a Dozen of her Acquaintance, that I could not 
aſk her to fit down, You may find her in a Nunnery, I 
ſuppoſe, counting her Beads, and weeping over the Va- 
nities of the World—Thoſe Nunneries are vaſtly oblig d 
to ſuch Rakes as you and me, Don Lewis. 

D. L. Faith, I think ſo — But you give no Quarter I 


N Aur. 
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Aur. Ves, always For I never purſue, after the Eu- 
gement's over — But what's to be done here? I can't 
drink—T told you I never drinn. 

D. L. But I muſt, I ſuppoſe—Unleſs you make me a 
ſecond in your Engagements. el 

Aur. Nay, nay, that won't do — I muſt fight under 
your Generalſhip in Salamanca. . 4 

D. L. Faith, not under mine. I am a mere Huſband 
in Love. If I have a Miſtreſs that can be faithful, I 
pitch my Tent there, and cry Peace to all the World. 

Aur. Till ſhe has cloy'd you, I ſuppoſe. You have 
a Miſtreſs then ? 

D. L. Ay—and a kind one. 

Aur. And her Name isabella. 8 
Do you deal with the Devil, Doh 


D. L. Ha! 
Felix ? ä . 
Aur. A ſmall Agent of his—T'll go and tell her yo 
are coming . | ; 
D. I. Hold hold, Sir! — Are you acquainted with 
her ? | 


Hur. No, Faith—not yet. 

D. L. Who told you of her? 

Aur. Has ſhe a Siſter ? Or will you introduce me to 
her Maid? I can cry Hem from the Garret, if the old 
Advocate comes. : 

D. L. If the old Advocate comes ! Did not you tell 
me, you arriv'd here only this Morning? 

Aur. About half an Hour before you. 

D. L. And ſo knowing already? 

Aur. In Amours only — But I'll unriddle — T' un- 
riddle. You commended my Fellow, that waited u 
us at Dinner. That Fellow has more Intelligence 
the Inquiſition—T'll pit him for a Secret, againſt all the 
Prieſts in Spain. He knows of your Friend Don Ga- 
briel too. | N 

D. L. He knows no Ill of him, Tm ſure. 

Aur. Only that he's your Confidant with Jabella. 

D. L. And the moſt faithful in the World. Don 
Gabriel is a Gentleman of Family, tho' without For- 
tune; a Man of Probity - Honour. I ſent to 2 

j 
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this Morning —I wonder he is not come yet. Vou ſhall 
be acquainted with him. 

Aur. I thank you, Sir, And does he viſit Jabella in 
your Abſence? 

D. L. Conftantly. He's my Ambaſſador to her. 
Aur. Tis a nice Truſt methinks. I am for no Se- 
conds with a Miſtreſs. 

D. L. You'll be of another Mind, 4 you know 
him. 

Aur. May be ſo—But don't miſtake me — I only tl 
you that G Blas is in your Secret—Where he got it, I 
don't know. 

D. L. From the Devil I ſuppoſe, or 1/abella's Maid, 
I know of none elſe that could tell him — But can he 
keep as well as find ? 

Aur. From every body but his Maſter. He's the 
moſt faithful Fellow m3 dn I do ali without 
him. 

D. L. Mine is ſuch a Sot, I dare not ſend him upon 
a common Meſſage. Will you lend me yours, for a 
Note to 1/abella ? 

Aur. Ha!—Ay—QrTll go myſelf —Won't that be 
as well? 
D. L. For the Lady perhaps— 

Aur. Nay, if you doubt = ages. Oren Who waits 

there ? Gil Blas! 


Enter Gil Blas, 


Gil. Did you call, Sir? 

Aur. Ay, Don Lexis has Employment for you —— 
And, 7 hear, Sir? -— The beſt Service you can do 
your Maſter, will be your Faithfulneſs to his Friend. 

D. L. You are very obliging, Don Felix. X 

"Gil. And what are your Honour's Commands, Sir? 

D. L. Only to deliver a Letter. Vou are a ſly Rogue, 

il Blas. 
* = Aſk if it is not to Iabella. Abart ta Gil 
as \ 
8 Gil. To Madam Jabella, I ſuppoſe ?—Hem | J » , 
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D. L. A deviliſh ſly Rogue — But remember, Sir, 
that the Secret goes no farther. I ſhall find you here, 


Don Felix? A ſhort Note will do. 
Aur. As long a one as you pleaſe. I am not going 


out you know. [Exit Don Lewis. 
Gil, What Secret's this, Madam? And who is Ja- 
Bella? 


Aur. A Miſtreſs of Don Lewis; an Advocate's 
Daughter in Town. Bernarda told me of her; but I 
have given you the Merit of the Diſcovery, to bring 
you into Employment. If he ſounds you about it, 
pretend to know every Thing, and ſay nothing. 5 

Gil. I'll warrant you. But am I to deliver the Let- 
ter, Madam ? | 

Aur, By all Means: and to act honeſtly by Don 
Lewis. | | 

Gi], Honeſtly, Madam | 

Aur. Ay, honeſtly —That's your Cue at preſent. 

Gil. Nay, with all my Heart, Any Thing for the 
Good of the Caule. | 

Aur. And bring me an Account of the Lady—— of 
her Perſon and Wit — how old ſhe is—— with what 
other Intelligence you can get, | 

Gil. III do't, Madam—But how go Matters here? 

Aur. Juſt as you ſaw at Dinner— All Friendſhip and 
Conkdence. I ſhall tell him of iny Siſter preſently. Is 
Laura at the other Lodgings ? 

Gil. And dreſs'd for the Duenna, Madam. 

Aur. Huſh ! here comes Don Lewis. 


Re-enter Don Lewis. 


D. IL. There, Sir. (Giving a Letter-to Gil Blas.) 
You ſee the Directions — But remember that J/abe//a's 
the Daughter, and not the Father — My Fellow would 
have needed the Caution, I'm ſure ? 

Gil. And fo, if the Daughter is from Home, I may 
leave it with the Father, Sir. (Bowing. ) 

ur. Right, Gi/ Blas —— But you need not fear 
him. (To D. Lewis.) Is he to deliver it into her own 


Hands ? 
B 3 D. L. 
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D. Z. Or to her Maids. He'll be call'd up, if the 
Old Fellow is abroad—You are to be My Servant, Sir, 
Sil. Hir'd at Madrid, the Day before your Honour 
ſet out=-For Women will aſk Queſtions—1'Il fly, Sir. 
| ' [Exh 
D. L. A lively Fellow this! — But you look — 
Don Felix Nothing has happen'd I hope? 

Aur. The Devil and all has happen'd. I am ſen- 
tenc'd to Sobriety and Penance for a whole Week — 1 
have a Siſter come to Town. 

D. L. A Siſter —How d' you hear it? 

Aur. From G:] Blas. He met her Servant it ſeems, 
who told him ſhe was juſt come, and intended ſtaying a 

Week. | 

D. L. And what brought her hither ? 

Aur. Siſterly Love and Kindneſs to be ſure. She's 
returning to Madrid from a country Viſit, and has taken 
Salamanca in her Way. | 

D. L. To paſs a Week with her Brother—And does 
this vex you? — Is ſhe handſome ? 

Aur. Hum !—very like me. 

D. L. Nay, then ſhe muſt be handſome — Younger 
than you ? | 

Aur. About a Minute. We are Twins you muſt know. 

D. L. And when d'you viſit her ? 

Aur. This Moment. She'll take it ill elſe. Hang 
her ! the Jade's good Company enough ; bur ſhe thinks 
me a Rake, and I hate to be tutor d. 

D. L. Shall I attend you ? 

Aur. No. She'll fall in Love with you; and I deſign 
her for a Nunnery. | | 

D. L. A Nunnery ! I muſt ſee her then. 

Aur. But Iſabella will expect you. 

D. L. Not till the Evening. The old Dragon's never 
ſecure till then, 

Aur. And fo you infiſt upon ſeeing her? Come along 
then— And yet, now I think on't, I won't go. Could 
not you and I ſta t better Game this Afternoon ? 

D. L. Nay, did not you promiſe me? —I muſt and 
will ſee her. 


Aur. 


8 


= 


 CTDBEAE 
Aur. You muſt and will !— Why, then ſo you ſhall. 
But take Care of yourſelf ; for ſhe may play the * 
with you. 
D. L. Say you ſo ?—But I'll venture. 
Aur. To St. Mark's then — You muſt be my Guide. 
But ſhe'll be indiſpos d, I'm afraid. ( Afide. Excunt. 


SCENE changer to Iſabella's. 
Enter Don Gabriel, and Iſabella. 


1a. This Morning ! Did he arrive this Morning ? 
And why have not I heard from him ? But You are 
= riend, Don Gabriel. He has ſent to You, I ſup- 

ole ? 

: D. G. Only a Meſſage about an Hour ago, that he 
defir'd to fee me ; but f pretended not to be at Home, 
that J might give You Notice of his Arrival, If I 
might adviſe you, 'twere beſt not to ſee him. 

I/a. Not ſee him! Why not ſee him? Dreſs up a 


Tale to him, do and tell him I have deceiv'd him. 
The Wretch that can betray his Friend, will be black 


enough for any Thing. 

D. G. Ay, rail at me, and be a Woman. ButT have 
advis'd you for the beſt, Don Lewis has ſighted you. 
Poſſeſſion has cloy'd him—Or if it has not—a divided 
Heart will ſatisfy neither of us. I'll ſhare you with no 
Man. 

1/a. Nor ſhall you, Sir. Who told you of a divided 
Heart? Don Lew:s has it all. My Perſon indeed has 
been yours—And what then? I took you for my Con- 
venience the Proxy of Don Lewis—I was form'd for 
Pleaſure, and will purſue it—Therefore no more of this. 
Til fee Don Lewis—Nay, if you oppoſe me, III tell 
him of my own Falſhood, that he may pumiſh yours. 

D. G. You have ſworn to live for Me. 

Ia. Tell it to Don Lewis then; and plead your 
Right in me to Him Do this, and Lam yours. 

9. G. I dare do more, Madam, 


B4 Ja. 
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Jg. 'Tis falſe. Vour Dependance is upon his Boun- 


ty— Nay, and upon mine too — Therefore no more of 


D. G. You will ſee him then ? 

Ja. I will—and you ſhall be my Meſſenger. Go to 
him as he defires — and tell him with what Eagerneſs I 
expect him — Tis your Employment, Sir. 

D. G. Can this be 1/abella ? | 

Ja. Ay, Don Lewis's Jabella. Go to him this Mo- 
ment, and tell him I languiſh for him. But remem- 
ber, Sir, if I hear a Hint from him to my Diſhonour, 
Fl facrifice you to my Revenge, tho" the Town ſhould 


ring of me, 


Enter Beatrice, 


Bea. Not ſo loud, Madam, not ſo loud ! Here's a 
Letter from Don Labin The Servant will overhear 


ou. 
d La. I care not if he does. Shew him up Stairs. 
(Opens, and reads the Letter to herſelf.) 
D G. Is it the old Servant? | 750 
Bea. No, a Stranger. 
D. G. I'Il not be ſeen then. 
i/a. Your Heart fails you, does it? — But you may 
have the Pleaſure of liſtening from the next Room. 
D. G. I ſcorn the Employment, Madam. My Care 
is for You. ' [ Exit. 
Za. Shew up the Svant, I ſay. ¶Eæit Beatrice, and 
returns awith Gil Blas) Do you ſerve Don Lewis, Sir? 
Gil. I hope ſo, Madam. "Tis my Endeavour to 
Terve every body. | 
1/a. I mean, are you his Servant? 
Gil. Why, as to that, Madam 
the Diſgrace I am but a Servant. 


there's no hiding 


Ta. Is Don Lewis your Maſter, I aſk ? 
Gil. If I like him upon another Week's Trial, Ma- 


dam. 
Bea. Oh, Sir! he'll give you double Wages for your 


Ja. 


Wit. — a 


1/a. And treble for your Manners, You are juſt 
come to him then ? | 

Gil. Juſt going to him, Madam If I can carry an 
Anſwer to his Letter. 

Ta. Is this your natural Humour, Sir — Or is it put 
on to ſhew your Parts? But you ſhall have an Anſwer 
preſently. Get me my Writing things, Beatrice—Stay 
x go into my Cloſet. You can wait a Moment L 
uppole ? | | 

17 An Age, Madam —if my Maſter would not be 
impatient. ¶ Exeunt Iſabella and Beatrice.) A Woman 
of Spirit, Faith! I heard a Man's Voice tho', III 
ſwear ;»——and high Words too. If it was not for my 
Fears now, I ſhould be prying into that Room — One 
Peep however. (Going ts the Door.) No. Philoſophy 
ſays, keep your Head out of a Hornet's Neſt. A Man 
there was, and that's enough. I don't mightily love 
Miſchief — But Don Lew:s muſt know of this — My 
Lady muſt be told too, that J/abel/a's handſome — If it 
ſhould happen to fret em a little — Why, I have been 
fretted too - Tis but turning the Tables —— I have 
been the Fool of the Morning—and They may chance 
to be the Fools of the Afternoon — Every one in his 


Turn. 5 
* 


Re-enter Iſabella. 


Za. There, Sir ! deliver that to your Maſter. (Giver 
8 a Letter.) You may tell him too how witty you have 

en. 

Gil. It is not my Way to boaſt, Madam. Men of 
real Talents never do that — But I ſhall deliver your 
Letter, Madam. A fine-made Woman, and a great— 
Hem ! | | [ 4frat, and Exit. 

Ja. Beatrice ! Shew the Gentleman down Stairs. 


Re-enter Don Gabriel. 


Well, Sir! What ſay you now ? 
D. G. That I have thought better of the Affair. 
May I fee Don Lewis's Letter, Madam ? 


By I 


L. L As. 
Va. No. Tis. in a Style you won's like. | 
D. G. Your own was to appoint him here, I pres 
Tau 8 | 4 
1/a. At five, Sir. You had heſt ſtay and meet him. 
D. G. No, Madam; I'll haſten to his Lodgings. 
Ja. Do ſo — And remember what I told you — One 
_— to my Diſadvantage, and your Ruin is inevi- 
table. . | | 
D. G. You may depend upon me — and ſo farewel. 


Damn'd, deceitful Woman ! [ Afide, and Exit. 
{/a. The bluſtering, cringing Hypocrite ! | hate him, 
But now to prepare for Don Lewis. [Exit, 


SCENE changes to Bernarda's, 
Enter Don Lewis, and Aurora. 


Aur. Hang her — Twas only an Air—Patigu'd, and 
indiſpos'd, and a Parcel of Cant !—I was a Fool to ſend 
your Name in, 

D. L. No, Faith — *twould not have been fair elſe. 
A Brother may be admitted without Ceremony ; but 
there's a Decorum to be obſerv'd with Strangers. | 

Aur. A Decorem ! Pſhaw !—Her Cap was rumpled 

rhaps—or ſhe had not nipt her Eye-brows to Day — 
— Theſe Prudes are the Devil. But if 1/abella 
does not engage you for the Evening, ſhall we ſee you 
at Coffee??? 

D. L. With all my Heart Here comes Gil Blat. 


Enter Gil Blas. 


Well, Sir, did you ſee her? 

Ci So the Maid ſaid. Sir But whether *twas reall 
Jabella, or not, I can't be certain. She was a devili 
fine Woman tho'. 

D. ZL. And what ſaid ſhe to my Letter? 

G Not a Syllable Sir. She aſk'd a few Queſtions re- 
lating to myſelf, as I was a Stranger. Women, you 
know, are apt to be inquiſitive when they meet with 


Strangers, 
- D. L. 
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D. L. You are arch, Sir! 

Gil. Oh, Sir ! nothing to what I was with ber 
was quite whimfical. 

D. L. And when am I to ſee her? 

Gil. That, Sir, is more than I KNOW a She did _ 
open her Lips about that. 

D. L. She read my Letter ſure? 

Gil. Not that I ſaw, Sir. 

Aur. Why, this is a ſtrange Account, Don Leruis! 

D. L. He has miftaken the Houſe. 1/abe/la could not 
behave ſo. 

Aur. She had Com rha 

Gil. Not that I 8 Sir T heard a Gentleman' g 
Voice indeed but he was cloſetted before I had the 
Honour of Admittance. - 

D. L. Are you in Jeſt, or Earneſt, Gil Blas? 

Gil. Between both, Sir. 

D. L. In Earneſt then, what was her Anſwer to my 
Letter ? 

Gil. Faith, Sir, I can't tell. She gave it me feal'd 

up—and I had not the Curioſity to open it. This is her 
Anſwer, Sir. (Gives him a Letter. 

D. Z. Mighty well, Sir! Do you ſerve your Maſter 
in this — ? (Reads to himſelf.) 

Aur. Ha, ha, ha! You muſt bear with him, Don 
Lewis —"Tis always the Rogue's Prologue to a ſucceſs- 

ful Meſſage. 
Gil. A Way of ſweetening good News, Sir. I hope 
your Honour will pardon me. 

D. L. Nay, oi; if you play your Tricks upon your 
Maſter, I have no Right to complain. But you talk'd 
of hearing a Man in her Chamber—That was carrying 
the Jeſt too far, Sir. 

G:]. If I had invented it, Sir—But a Man there was, 
that's certain. 

D. L. And cloſetted when you came in? 


Gil. I can't ſwear as to the cloſetting There may * * 


a Back- ſtairs for any Thing I know. 
D. L. But you heard a Man 's Voice? 'That you are 
ſure of ? - . 
Gil. Upon my Honour, Sir. 
| , Aur. 


Aur, And where's the Harm if he did? 
* L. The Harm! The Harm is in her concealing | 
Aur. A Trifle !—Your Friend Don Gabriel perhaps. 
D. IL. No my Friend would not have hid himſelf, 
He viſits her at my Deſire. 

Aur Are you to ſee her this Evening? 

D. L. She appoints me at five; and then but for an 
Hour or two—Her Father's expected. 


Aur. Will you ſup at my Siſter's then ? 
D. L. If my Mind's at Eaſe, and you tell me 'twill be 


Enter Melchior, with Don Gabriel. 


Mel. Don Gabriel, Sir. [Exit with Gil Blas. 
D. L. My Friend! | | 
D. G. My dear Don Lewis! Welcome to Salamanca 
again ! | 
D. L. Don Felix de Mendoza — A Gentleman whoſe 
Acquaintance has done me Honour, 
| [ [ rtroducing Don Gabriel to Aurora. 
D. G. Once more, my dear Lewis, welcome to Sa- 
Jamanca ! But there are fairer Arms that want to hold 
you. | 
D. L. Are you ſure of that, Don Gabriel ? 
D. G. Why that Queſtion ?——and with ſo grave a 
Face too ? Have you any Cauſe to doubt it ? | 
D. IL. I think not. When ſaw you the Lady? | 
D. G. You look ſtrangely ſerious, *methinks — Have 
you heard of any Thing ? Fe tg | 
D. I. Nay, Faith, I am no Keeper of Secrets. I 
ſent to her juſt now by Don Felix's Servant — She de- 
fires to ſee me indeed There's her Letter. ¶ Cives him 
a Letter.) But the Fellow ſwears to her concealing a Man 
in the Room. Ps 
D. G. Ha, ha, ha! And is this what has vex'd 
ou ? 
a D. L. And with Reaſon too. | 
D. G. Oh, to be ſure ! But how if I was that Man? 
D. L. No—You would not have hid yourſelf, 
D . e « 
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D. G. Ay, there's the Puzzle now—Yau are not 


jealous of me? 

D. L. No, Faith. But what need of hiding ? 

D. G. Becauſe I heard a Knocking at the Door, and 
thought twas the Advocate. I was ſogn undeceiv'd 
indeed ; but as the Servant was a Stranger, and I could 
not conjure that he was yours, twas the wiſeſt Way to 
keep where I was At leaſt I thought ſo. 

Aur. Tue Jealouſy of theſe Lovers! How are you 
now, Don Lewis ? | 

D. IL. Cur'd—quite cur d—But my Time's come I 
believe. ( Looking at his Watch?) Shall 1 ſet you 
down, Don Gabrie/ ? 

D. G. Unleſs Don Felix pleaſes to command me. 

Aur. I thank you, Sir; but I was juſt going out. 
You know where you are to ſup, Don Lewis ? We 
may expect you at Seven J ſuppoſe! Another Night I 
ſhall deſire the Company of your Friend. 

D. L. No Ceremony I beg. You may poſſibly ſee 
me before Seven—And ſo Adieu l- My Compliments 


to the Lady. 1 

D. G. Sir, Your moſt humble Servant. [ Exit, with 
Don Lewis.] f 

Aur. Your moſt obedient, Sir—G:/ Blas! 


Enter Gil Blas. 

Did you obſerve the Face of Don Gabriel ? Is not there 
a good deal of the Rogue in't ? 

Gil. There's a good deal of t'other Thing in Jabel- 
la's I know. | 

Aur. There was a Man in the Room it ſeems. 

Gi]. T'll be ſworn to it. Was it not Don Gabriel ? 

Aur. Ay. He was forc'd to own it; but endea- 
your'd to carry it off with a Laugh. With a little of 
your Addreſs, Gil Blas, we ſhall be able to make Diſ- 
coveries that he won't like. LAs 

Gil. III warrant you, Madam. But I wiſh I had 
not gone with that Letter—lt has.lower'd my Spirits I 
think, . 

Aur. Why ſo pray? 

Gil. Jabellas ſo confounded handſome, 


38 SG FL B LAS: 
et Handſome I] have heard a different Account 
or her... © 

Gil. And ſuch an Underſtanding too - But then for 
Beauty, I never ſaw any Thing like it, | 

Aur. The Creature may be tolerable I ſuppoſe == 
How ſhould ſhe carry on her Trade elſe ? 

Gil. Here ſhe came ſmiling into the Room, Madam 
e—twirling a Lock of her Hair—Theſe were her Moti- 
ons — ſo graceful ! ſo majeſtick 1 had not Courage 
to ſay a Word to her. | 

Aur. Vou can talk enough now methinks. 

Gil. Who TI, Madam ?— Yes, yes, I thought how 
*twould be. ( 4/ide.) J am ſorry to offend, Madam 
but you defir'd a particular Account of her, 
| Her Shape indeed, if one had a Mind to find Fault — 
lf fur. Is crooked I ſuppoſe. . 

1 Gil. Rather too delicate, Madam, I am for ſome- 
i. thing a little plumper But then 'tis perfectly eaſy — 
| 1 I never ſaw any Thing ſo eaſy. | 

{i Aur. . You area very fine Judge, Sir! 

q ö Gil To be ſure J did not expect to ſee ſuch a Wo- 
5 eee oo if we can detect her with Don Ga- 
riel.— 

Aur. Ay, that's the Thing! — How old is ſhe ? 

Gil. There's the Comfort, Madam— Quite young. 
We ſhall have the leſs Cunning to deal with. 

Aur. I thought ſhe had been turn'd of Thirty. 

Gil. Nineteen next October So her Maid told me; 
Lord, Madam ! we ſhall be too hard for ſo young a 
Creature I'Il warrant you. 

Aur. J wonder what makes me ſo out of Spirits. . 

Gil. The Weather perhaps. It has been cloudy all 


ay. 
Aur I believe it is the Weather. 
G71, No doubt on't, Madam ] wiſh it had the ſame 
Effect upon Jabella I never ſaw ſuch Spirits ſince I 
was born | 
| Aur, Well talk no more of her. ( Angrily.) Tis 
doing her too much Honour. Vou muſt away with Me 
to the other Lodgings. Don TLeavis will be there at 
Seven ; and J have but juſt Time to change my Dreſs. 


Gil. 


t 
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Gil. And how are we to manage, Madam? 
Aur. You ſhall be inſtructed there—Heigh-ho !—L 
wiſh my Spirits were a little better. 

Gil No Matter, Madam. You are to be fatigu'd 
with your Journey, you know—A little of 1/abella's 
Spirits tho', would not be amils. ; 
Aur, I told you we'd talk no more of her—1 hate 


the Creature—ſo come along, Sir. [ Exit. 

Gil. Yes, yes, the Tables are turn'd. But I have been 

an unmerciful Dog, that's the Truth on't. [Exit, 
AC £0 


S CE N E, Aurora's other Lodgings, 
Enter Laura, areſs'd as a Duenna, and Gil Blas, 


Lau. EEP your Diſtance, young Man; and 

pray learn that Gentlewomen of My Years 

and Diſcretion are not to be pull'd and haul'd about by 
the Fellows, vr 

Gil. The Jade's really old, and does not know it; 


(Ade. Nay, uo Madam Gravity, one Kiſs, if it 


be but by Way of Bleſſing. {A/es her.) 
Lan. There then—But theſe are Favours you muſt | 


not expect often. I demean myſelf by admitting Ser- 


vants to Familiarities. 

Gil. Faith, Laura, you act it mighty well—and let 
me tell you too, the Dreſs becomes you better than you 
think it does. | . 

Lau. You are always flattering me, Gi Blas. 

Gil. No, Faith, not always. I have not ſaid a Word 
of your Youth and Beauty theſe two Days. 

| Lau. That's becauſe you have. look'd higher, you 
know But mum !— | 


Gl, 
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| Gil. I'll ſcamper to Maarid, Huſſy. 

'K Lau. Pſhaw! "Twas only Inadvertency—! did not 
mean any Thing. You remember your Inſtructions, if 
Don Lewis comes ? 

Gil. If you would not pat them out of my Head, 
you Slut. 

Lau. "Twas a Miſtake I tell you. Is not it Seven ? 
My Lady has been a Woman this half Hour. 

| 4 Knocking at the Door. 
Hark! This is certainly Don Lewis 
Your Poſt, Sir! 

Gil. In a Moment, in a Moment—But be ſure you 
flip round the back Way, and knock at the Door, 
bang, bang. [Exit. 
Knocking again, Laura opens the Door. 
Enter Don Lewis. | 

| D. L. If I am not miſtaken, Madam, theſe are the 

5 Lodgings of Donna Aurora. Pray is Don Felix 

in here ? 

il Lau. He was here a few Minutes ago, Sir; but was 

call'd out upon Buſineſs. His Servant is within; and 
if Your Name is Don Lewis, I believe he has a Meſ- 

1 ſage for you. 

. D. L. My Name is Lewis, Madam. 

Lau. I'll call the Servant, Sir. [ Exit. 
D.. Call'd out upon Buſineſs ! This is a little odd 
methinks : But here comes Gz/ Blas. 

i | Enter Gil Blas. 

Where's your Maſter, Sir? 
| 
| 


To your Poſt ! 
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Gil. This Moment gone out, Sir. An Expreſs from 
Madrid has brought him a whole Bundle of Diſpatches. 
I believe Matters are going a little wrong at Court; 
for he look'd deviliſhly political upon reading his Pa- 

rs. 

D. L. Did he leave no Commands for me ? 3 
1 Gil, Yes, Sir; that he'd be back in a few Mi- 
1 nutes; and that he had deſir d my Lady Aurora to 
'N entertain you. Her Duenna is juſt gone to tell her, Sir. 


i I believe ſhe's hardly dreſs d yet. I'll go and en- 
= quue, 
. D. Z. 


MN 
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D. L. vou need not hurry yourſelf. Vour Maſter 


will return in a few Minutes, you ſay—and Donna Au- 
rora knows already that I am here. 
| A Knocking at the Door. N 

Gil. I knew he would not ſtay, Sir. (Opens the Door, 
aud looks out.) Ha! —well, and what ſay You ?-— 
You knock with Authority methinks !—lt is not my 
- Maſter, Sir; but a Meſſenger from him. I'll attend 
you ina Moment. (#xit, ¶utting the Door after him. 

D. L. Hark !—Py all this Ruſtling of Silk now, this 
ſhould be the Lady — and here ſhe comes A delicate 
Creature by my Soul [land her Duenna with her A 
little prudiſh, or ſo But no Matter can be as pru- 
diſh as ſhe, — WE ” 

Enter Aurora, in Woren's Clithes, and Laura. 

This is ſo. obliging, Madam But I'm afraid my abrupt 
Appearance, in the Abſence of Don F:{ix, will car- 
ry more of Curioſity than Reſpe& with it—If ſo, Ma- 
dam .— | 

Aur. No Apology, I beg, Sir. My Brother has de- 
ir'd me to detain you. I expect him everv Mo- 
ment. 

D. L. I hope no ill News, Madam. 

Aur. I hope not, Sir only ſome family Matters, I 


believe, which require Diſpatch They concern a Gen- 


tleman in Salamanca too. ] doubt my Brother has not 
found him at home. | 

D. L. An Angel, by all that's heavenly ! ( Afade. ) 
You'll pardon me, Madam—but I never ſaw Features 
ſo like as Your's and my Friend's—You are his very 
Picture, 

Aur Every Body ſays ſo, Sir—when we are aſun- 
der. We are Twins indeed—but when we are toge- 
ther, the Likeneſs is not ſo great. 

Lau. Well put that. ( Afrae. 

D. L. His Voice too ! 

Lau. I don't know, Sir, whether their Voices mayn't 
be more alike than their Faces. 

Enter Gil Blas, 
Gil. My Maſter has ſent a Meſſage, Madam, that 


he's ſurrounded with Papers, and can't be back till Sup- 
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42 GIL BL'AS. — 
per-time. But if Don Lexuis is here, he inſiſts upon 


My Brother has a good many 


finding him at his Return. 
Aur. You know where he is, I ſuppoſe ? 

Gil. At the Phanix, Madam. 

Aur. He may want you perhaps. Go to him and 
haſten him. Tell him he muſt leave Buſineſs till 
To-morrow ; his Friend will think him rude elſe. 

Gil. Yes, Madam. (Exits 

D. L. An abſolute Angel ! ( 4/ide. 

Gil. Won't you be ſeated, Sir? 

D. L. If really I ought to ſtay.— 

Aur. Sincerely then, I ſhall be glad of your Com- 
pany. I ſecure my Brother by engaging his Friend. 

D. L. Now, Madam, you oblige-me to ſtay. 

| ME (They fit. 

Aur. If You have Siſters, Sir, you know how to ex- 
cuſe the Indifference of Brothers. They think us 
mighty impertinent Sort of Company. ; 

D I. Why ſo Madam? | 

Aur. There are Things call'd Pleaſures, Sir. I believe 
and a Sifter 1s 
apt to remark a little too gravely” upon em. 

D. I. The ſweet Prude !—( fide.) Not where they 
are innocent, Madam. 

Aur. As my Brother's are — Vou are wanting to 
your Friend, Don Levis, if you don't ſay That But 
co me, confeſs now Is not he a little too wild ? 

Lau. Ay, in my Conſcience, a meer Rake 

D. IL. He's young, and ſpirited, and a Man of 
Rank, Madam ; the World will make Allowances tor 
him. | g 

Aur. You are much in his Heart, I aſſure you. 


Lau. And may help to reform him, Sir God knows 
he wants to be reform'd. 


D. L. Why, to confeſs the Truth, Madam, I have 
been giving him ſome little Advice — He is not natu- 
rally bad rather too volatile, that's all | 

Aur. J ſhall laugh out preſently. ( 4frae. 

D. L. And I am of a contrary Turn over- 
thoughtful perhaps—too apt to be ſerious upon Tri- 


fles.— 
1 | Aur. 
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Aur. Nay, I would not have you too ſerious neither 
»— Virtue may be dreſs d up with too much Formality== 
Butl beg your Pardon, Sir. 

D. L. I loy'd him, at firſt, for his own Sake, Ma- 
dam; but now I have the Honour of knowing his * 
ſter, my Care for him will be doubled. 

Aur. You are very obliging, Sir But your A 
tance has been ſo ſhort—he muſt have been ſtrangely 
open with you. 

D. L. You are his Siſter - and yet I am guilty of a 
Breach of Truſt—But. he really was open with me to a 
Degree of Imprudence—Nothing but the Frankneſs of 
his Temper could account for't. 

Hur. "Twas always his Way, Sir—He told you of the 
Banker's Daughter I ſuppoſe ? 

D. L. I wiſh he had not, Madam—T loſt all Patience 
with him—To boaſt, ſays I, of bringing an innocent 
Creature to Ruin !—Fie, fie, Don Felix /—But your 
young Men of Quality think they have a Right to do 
any Thing. 

Aur. Very true, Sir What a noble H. ypocrite havę 
I ſet my Heart upon! (A4fide.) But pray, Sir— I'm 
afraid I am going to be impertinent—You know moſt 
of the Families in this Town? 

D. L. I know 'em all, Madam—But my Intimacies 
are few—l converſe chiefly with my Books But why 
d'you aſk, Madam? 

Aur. Only, Sir, that a Lady here has very politely 
made an Offer of viſiting me—How ſhe came to know 
me I can't find out But till J have a little Hint of 
Characters For Appearances are deceitful. 


D. L They are indeed, Madam — But if you tell 0 i 


her Name, 'tis moſt likely I ſhall know her. 
Aur. My Brother faid ſo, Sir—Helaugh'd a little in- 
deed—but he is ſo wild you know | 
D. IL. Too wild, Madam —— But what was her 


Name ? 
' Aur. And that's mighty odd now have really for- 


got her Name—What was it, Laura ? 
Lax. I think it was Jabella, Madam. 


Ar. 


? 
- 
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: Aur. Iſabella was the Name —— D' you know her, 
ir ? | h 
2 ZL. Know her, Madam —I- really don't recol- 

Aur. Nay, no great Matter, Sir——I thought you 
might have known her. | 

D. L. TN enquire, Madam—TI think I have heard 
of ſuch a Name—So! fo !—( 4/de.) MD 

Aur. An Advocate's Daughter, I think, Laura. 

Lau. So the Meſſenger ſaid, Madam; and that ſhe 
wou'd wait on you this Evening. 

D. L. I hope not, Faith—( 4/de.) There are ſeve- 
ral Advocates in Town, Madam—but I have no Ac- 
quaintance with their Daughters. 

* Aur. I did not know but you might, Sir—But tis 
too late to be deny'd to her — You'll know her when 
you ſee her perhaps. [Knocking at the Door, 

Lau. ] believe this may be the Lady, Madam. [ Exit. 

D. L. The Devil it is, (Hiace)! am afraid I treſpaſs 


upon your Time, Madam To- morrow I ſhall hope — 


Going to the Door.) 
Aur, Nay, Sir, I muſt inſiſt upon detaining you My 
Brother won't forgive me elſe. | 
D. L. The Lady's a Stranger, Madam—And I am 
no Company {or Strangers. | 
Aur, She may be an Acquaintance, you know. 
D. L. If you pleaſe, Madam, I'll wait in the next 
Room. 
Aur, By no Means, Sir ; we muſt not loſe you. 
D. L. What will become of me? ( Aſide.) 
Re-enter Laura with Gil Blas. 
Aur. O tis Gil Blas /— What a Fright have I put 
him in ! (4fede.) Well, Sir! Is he coming ? * ; 
Gil. Not in haſte, Madam, I'Il venture to ſay— There's 
a Lawyer with him. 
Aur. A Lawyer with him !—He might have left his 
Law-Afairs till Morning 
Gil. I believe not, Madam. They have a Roll or 
two of Parchment to read—and then Writings muſt 
be fign'd—Pray, Madam, had not you a Relation in 
the Indies —Don—Don— 
Aur, 
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Aur. I/nael—my Father's firſt Wife's Brother—What 

of Him ? * 
Gil. Nay, not much; only that the poor Gentle- 

man's dead, and theſe Diſpatches bring the News. 

Aur. But did your Maſter ſend no Meſſage If the 
Lady ſhou'd come, Laura, I'll be deny'd to her. 

D. L. Thank Heaven for that. (Aide. | | 

Gil. The Meſſage was, Madam—that you would not 
wait Supper for kim—As for Don Lewis, he ſays, if 
he's heartily tir'd, he may leave you; but he'll take no 
other Excuſe. 

' Aur. I believe, Sir, I muſt not aſk you to ſtay 
then. |; 

D. L. Only till I can make the Excuſe. 

Aur. What think you of a Party at Piquet then? I 
wall prate too much elſe. 

D. L. With all my Heart, Madam—But not for that 
Reaſon. | 
Aur. Get Cards in the next Room. (To Laura) My 

Friend will ſhew you the Way, Sir.—You are ſo averſe 
to new Acquaintance, that I Il be deny'd to all but my 
Brother. : 

D. L. You'll oblige me, Madam.—Never ſo out of 
Countenance in my Life]! (4fide,) 

Aur. 1 have a ſhort Meſſage for Gi! Blas, and will 
attend you preſently. | [Exit D. L. 

Gil. And fo Matters go on ſwimmingly, Madam? 

Aur, To my Wiſh, G, Blas—But he has ſo abus'd 
me ! 

Gil. As Don Felix, I ſuppoſe? . 

Aur. And I have ſo tormented Him with Jabella 
The Scheme took; he really believ'd ſhe was coming 
to viſit me. If he does not like me Nay, I am ſure 
he does like me He could not have been ſo alarm'd 
elſe. | 

Gil. Proof poſitive, Madam - But I had like to have 
forgot -] found a Letter for you at Zernerda's. | 

Aur. For Me! You frighten me! My Brother has 
not found me out ſure ! He certainly knows of my Eſ- 
cape by this Time. "0. 8 7 

Ke Hs 


e 
- Gil. Never fear, Madam — It is not a Poſt- Letter; 
an old Woman brought it. { Gives a Letter.) 
Aur. (Opening and reading it.) A Billet-doux, by 
my Manhood !._You ſhall hear it. (Reads) 
© If your Journey has not fatigued you, and you 
© have Courage to face a Woman To-night, I know of 
one that will engage you. You will find her exactly 
© at Eight, in the cloſe Walk behind Sz. Anne s. If 
* ſhe coughs twice, you may aſk her how her cold 
© does ? | | 
To Don Felix de Mendoza. ( Looking at the Superſcrip- 
tion) Is this a Trick ? Or have I really made a Con- 
quelt ? 
Gil. O, a Conqueſt no doubt 
Aur. But where can ſhe have ſeen me? No Matter 
where. —If the Aſſignation be real, the Creature's Diſ- 
appointment may ſhame her into Modeſty — How 
abandon'd are ſome Women !—{Throws the Letter up- 
en the Ground But Don Lewis will think me long. 
Exit, 
Gil. Her Diſappointment may ſhame her into Mode- 
ſity Very likely truly Now, in my poor Opi- 
nion, her being diſappointed by one Lover may make 
her the more eager to ſnap at another.—At leaſt, as 
Tove an Hour upon my Hands, I'll try— (Takes up the 
Letter.) Exactly at Eight !—I have no Time to loſe, 
Faith. [ Runs out.] | 


SCENE changes to Bernarda's. 


Enter Melchior. 


Mel. A Pox o' theſe Univerſities, ſay I !- Theſe 
young Collegians follow their Studies ſo cloſely—there's 
not a Wench to be had for 'em—No, not ſo much as a 
Tradeſman's Wife, that will look civil upon Livery. 
—And what would vex a good Chriſtian's * wavy the 
Maids at Home here are above Fifty] have been all 
round the Town—but *twont do—"twill no do. 


Enter 
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| Enter Gil Blas. 

Gil. Come, come, the Things | the Things = muſt 
dreſs this Moment— the Lady will be impatient elſe, 
(Strutting about.) | 5 

Mel. Ha !—Are you mad, Gil Blas? 

Gil Only a little in Haſte Women of Condition ars 
not to be trifled with—ls every Thing ready in the 
Dreſſing room ?—Here, here, Boy ! (Takes the Letter 
out of the Cover, and gives it to Melchior) | 
To the adorable Signox G B'as —So the dear Creature 
writes. ( Puts the Cover in his Pocket.) You can read, 
I think, Melchior—A Volume of Love in four Lines! 
—And no Ceremony you ſee ! 3 

Mal. ( Reading ) If ſhe coughs twice you may aſe 
her how her Cold does—An old Abigail, troubled with 
the Phthiſick And is this to you! | 

Gil. To me—to me ſlipt into my Hands by her 
Duenna this Moment—So come along, I ſay—But 
hold ! hold -I am thinking that a lac'd Coat would 


fit mighty eaſy upon me. You ſhall lend me one of 
your Maſter's, Melchior. 


Mel. Indeed but I won't—Tl tell you what tho'— I 
can lend you a Regimental Coat of my own. 

Gil. Of your own ? | 

Mel. A little old or ſo—but perfectly genteel—TI 
bought it for my own Intrigues. 

Gil. Your own Intrigues — O! you gallant Devil 
you, — But we'll try it however—You ſhall go too, Mel. 
chior. | \ 

Mel. As Your Servant I ſuppoſe. 

Gil. Why, one would not be unattended upon theſe 
8 This Amour will make a deviliſh Noiſe in 

own. 

Mel. Yes ; for you'll tell it every Body—and the 
poor Devil may loſe a good Service by it: 

Gil, A Woman of Quailty, upon my Honour— So 
come along come along—You ſhall ſee what a Gentle- 
man I make, | N 

Mel. And what a Gentlewoman the Lady makes 
for She'll borrow a Dreſs too, to be Company for your 
Honour, Ha, ha, ha ! [ Exeunt. 
SCENE 


does or not. 


| ly from your Window, as he paſſed by ! 


. 8.0 E N E changes to a Grove, 
Enter Iſabella and Beatrice. 7 


Lab. ( Looking at her Watch.) We are before our 
Time, Beatrice; it wants a Quarter of Eight D' you 
think he'll come ? 45 

Beat. Tis the ſame Thing, I believe, whether he 
— I have a mighty indifferent Opinion 
3 handſome Boys. Don Lewis is a Man, Ma- 
1/ab. And the Man of my Heart, Beatrice. But 


this dear Variety !— That's the Bait to catch Women 


with. | 77 1 
Beat. But to be ſtruck ſo at firſt Sight! and That on- 
"Twas 


ſwallowing the Bait ſomewhat greedily, | 
Jab. Is not he a Man of Quality, prithee ? — young, 
handſome, and a Stranger? You knqw too how my 


Heart loves travelling. 


Beat. Why, thoſe are Reaſons I grant you. But to 
haſten Don Lewis away, after an Abſence of three 
Months —Nay, and when you could have kept him 
the whole Evening !—There's the Wonder—-- Beſides, 
how do you know. that Don Fe/zx has receiv'd your 
Note? | 0 
Jab. Or that he'll come if he has? Or that I ſhall 
like him if he does? Or that He'll like Me ?—Or 
twenty Things beiides ? — And yet here I am, and as 
well pleaſed as ever I was in ny Life—So no 
ren nn, the Diſappointment comes, we ſhall 

ave Time to moralize upon't. 

Beats. How if Don Gabriel ſhould be upon the 
Watch ? 5 en a 

IJſab. Let him if he dares—Or if he ſhould — ] can 
filence him with Don Liauis. I could curſe myſelf 
for yielding to that Fellow -— There was Variety for 
you I hate him, becauſe he wants me to hate every 
Body but himſe f. | 

Beat. And yet you lov'd him once, Madam. of 


| 
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Jab. J lov'd Pleaſure—and that did as well. But let 


me hear no more of him. I ſhall look as ugly as Death 
at the very Thoughts of ham. 


Beat. I beg your Pardon, Madam — I ſhould not 


have mentioned him, only that I fear'd he was upon the 
Watch. It was certainly Don Gabriel that we ſaw in 
the Street juſt now. | | 

Jab. There let him ſtay then We have better 
Things to talk of Hark ] hear Voices Well 
walk this Way a little. [Exeunt., 

Enter Gil Blas, dreſs'd as an Officer, and Melchior. 

Gil. Don't ſtare ſo, Me/chior—Yow have waited upon 
ſeveral Gentlemen in your Time. 3 

Mel. Never upon ſo fine a Gentleman. 

Gil. A Soldier, Melchior — a little of the Soldier 
with an honourable Scar or ſo But don't flatter. me 
— [I hate to be flatter' d And yet will any one 
tell me, that this is not the exact Air of a Man of Qua- 
lity? (fruts about.) 3 

Mel. Or if it ſhould not be quite ſo exact, what think 
you of a Man of Quality's Taylor? f 

Gil. To be ſure now this is not Envy 


and yet it 


ſmells damnably on't too. Narrow minded People are 


always ſneering at their Superiors—But don't mind me, 
Melchior, I'm not angry — A Pox on't ! Why does not 
the Lady appear ? | #8: 

Mel. Ay, poor Soul! But you muſt excuſe her, G7 
Blas ſhe may have twenty Things to waſh up this 
Afternoon—— and then there's herſelf, you know, after 
all, 
Gil. You'll be brought to Shame preſently, Sir— 
Ha! — Who are thoſe yonder? (/ooking out.) What 
think you now, Melchior ? - 


* 


Mel. That we ſhall have our Bones broke, if you offer 


to ſpeak to em. III have no Hand in affronting Gen- 
tlewomen. P 
Gil. Keep your Diſtance then, and hide behind-the 
Trees You are a damn'd mean-ſpirited Fellow, Me/- 
chior. | 
Mel. Iam for no broken Bones — that's all. [Exeunt, 
C - SCENE 


R 


write this Letter. | 
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SCENE changes to another Part of the Grove. 
Enter Iſabella, and Beatrice. 


fab. Are they following us? 

Beat. Only one of em— and he's juſt here. 
ab. My Veil! my Veil then! ¶ Veilt herſelf.) 
And now for the Signal. 

Euter Gil Blas. Iſabella coughs. f 

Gil. Ves, yes, we are all right. { Aide.) Hem !——: 
The Dampneſs of the Evening, Madam, has encreas'd 
your Cold, I'm afraid. 

Jab. And made my Cough troubleſome—If fo, Sir, 
Ha! I don't know you. | | 

Gil. You diſlike the Cut of my Coat, perhaps 
But 'tis my King's Livery, tho Service may have worn 

It bare I am no Fop, Madam. | 

Jab. Your Addreſs was ſo familiar, I took you for an 

Acquaintance. | 

Gil Rather for one that Was to be an Acquaintance. 

But don't be frighten'd, Madam — I am a Man of Ho- 


_ Nour, and a Soldier. 


1/ab. Is that any Thing to me, Sir? 

Gil. It may, if you will but hear — Do you know 
any Thing of this Letter? (Shexving the Letter.) To 
Don Felix de Mendoza — That's the Direction. 

Jab. And what then, Sir? 

Gil. Why then, Madam, you have truſted a Boy 


With a Secret, which he could not keep—and you ought 


to be glad 'tis in the Hands of a Man, Madam. 
Jab. How if it is not mine, Sir? 

Gil. Only that it goes ſnug into my Pocket again. 
( Puts the Letter in his Pocket.) And ſo, if you'll let 
me gallant you home, if I don't know whoſe Letter it 
is, I ſhall at leaſt know whoſe it is not, Madam. 

Jab. Is there any Need of that? 

Gil. Yes, Faith, Madam, and great Need For the 
Soul of me I can't ſtir now, till I know who did Not 


Ib, 
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Jſab. You muſt tell firſt how you came by it. 

Gil. With all my Heart, Madam. Don "Felix gave 
it me. There, ſays he, Don Antonio My Name is 
Antonio, Madam You are a Man of Wit and Plea- 
ſure, and always at a Lady's Service If ſhe's a fine 
Woman, tell her I'll be ready at the next Summons 
'T would have been the ſame Thing, if your Name had 
been to the Letter I mean the Lady's Name wha 


wrote it. | 
1/ab. I don't 3 it And for your Honeſty, ITE. 
50 now you may 


confeſs that the Letter Was mine 
give it me, and leave me. 
Gil. If it was not for a little — Curioſity — Will 
you let me ſee your Face, Madam? Upon my Soul, if 
I don't like it, I'll run and ſend Don Felix t'you. 
Jab. But ſuppoſe you ſhould like it? 
Gil. Tl cut his Throat if he comes near a 
Peep, Madam, for Love's Sake 
Iſab. I have a 12 Mind, Beatrice For, in Spite of 
his ary Figu in to like him deviliſhly :, Nay 
and he has obige me — gart.) 
Gil. Have you conſider'd it, Madam? 
I/ab. There, Sir. ( Flings afide her Veil) 
Gil. Iſabella, by St. Jago! — That I ſhould not know 
her Voice! { 4/ide. } 
1/ab. And now you may run to Don Felix. 
ale. To your Arms, my Angel! -I can run no where 
e 
. 25. Hold ! hold ! — not ſo faſt !—Your Buſineſs is 
Don Felix — You may tell him how ugly the 
Lady was, he had the Gallantry to diſappoint. 
Gl Faith, and fo I will —and no great Lie neither. 
1 5. But I'll be as ſilent as Death, Madam. — 
hat do you intend to do with me ? 
+ » 1/ab. I intend to bid you Good- night That's all, 
Sir | 
Gil. Have you no Mercy with ſo much Beauty? 
1 Heavens, I won't ſtir without you. | 
Jſab. I ſhall find a Way to make you. Come, Child, 
we muſt be 82 (To Beatrice.) 
Git. Yes, Child, we wor 4 going. 


Jab. 


4 : * a double Curſe upon the Fools that truſt 'em. 
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Jab. You don't intend to follow us? 
* Gil. No—I intend to 1 along with you. 


Jab. Was there ever 
"_ 

Gil. Pl ſtop your Mouth. [Offering to kiſs her. 

1/ab. Not for the World !— We ſhall be diſcover'd.— 
Tf you will follow, let it be at a — Any Thing 
to get Home. | 
Gil. But will you promiſe. to let me in, when you 
ure at Home? — Upon my Soul, lt break your Win- 


h Aſſurance 2—— I'll cry 


_ dows elle. 


Jab. Keep your Diſtance then—The Man's bewitch'd 
1 think I hope he won't loſe me tho”. 
[Afide, and exit with Beatrice. 
| Enter Melchior at the other Door. 
Mel. Hip! hip !-Gi/ Blas! 
Gil. Tm in Haſte, 'm in Haſte, Melchior. So come 


along come along—There ſhe goes 


Mel. Take care that ſomebody does not Come—You 
have been watch'd, I can tell you. 

Gil. Ha! — But fo it is when a Man intrigues with 
Women of Quality—Zounds ! I ſhall loſe Sight of her 
—heſure you keep cloſe to me. [Exit. 

Mel. Which, if I do, hang me. No, Faith — If I 
Rand the Brunt of a Battle, there muſt be Plunder. 
'The Impudence of this Raſcal! — But fince the Devil's 
let looſe among the Women, I'll e'en make another 
Trial for myſelf — So Fortune or a Blanket attend you, 
my Dear. [Exit. 

Enter Don Gabriel. 

D. G. Yes, yes, twas an Appointment! I ſaw her 
unveil, I ſaw how her Eyes gloated upon him 
Stranger too — How came ſhe acquainted with him ?— 
No Matter—I ſhall know preſently. By the Help of 
this Key. {Pulling out a Key.) I can fteal upon 'em 
thro' the Garden. She hates me, and I'll be reveng'd. 
Don Lewis ſhall know of all. She threatens me with 
Ruin; but no Matter. My Letters to her are burnt— 
Lſaw em burnt—— My Friend ſhall be prepar'd —— 
Her Gallant ſhall feel me too — A Curſe light upon the 


[Exit. 
SCENE. 


CIC BTL AS. 
SCENE changes ts Labels. 
NY Enter Ilabella, and Gil Blas. 
Iſab. Followme to my very Dreſing- Room or all 


the impudent Fellows I ever ſaw in my Life— 

Gil. You like Me the beft.—Why, Faith, as you ſay, 
there's nothing like Impudence upon theſe Occaſions.— 
You look deviliſhly tempting. 

Jſab. You talk deviliſhly ſaucy. 

Gil. Is that your Chamber? 

- 4/ab. And what then? % 

Gil. Nay, nothing at-all? * 

Jab. The Door's lock'd. a 

Gi. We'll ſee that preſenty No frugatiog m now — 
Nay, then'! {Catches her in his Arms.) | 

Jab. 1 won't be pull'd ſo—['ll-call out. 

Gil. It ſhall be from the next Room then. 

1/ab. Is the Devil in you)? 

Gil. Ten thouſand of em, my Angel — Don't you 
And how ftrong Lam ? [Carrying her to the Dor. 
Lab. I do—I do—Mercy ! Mercy! 

Enter Beatrice. 
Beat. Undone, undone | Madam There's 
Don Gabriel come in the Backway, and running up 


- Stairs. 


Gil. Don Gabriel !—The- Devil he is If he ſhould 
know me now ! Lock'd ſure enough! ¶ Aſde, and 
trying to open the Chamber Door ) What's to be done now, 
Madam ? 

Jab. Oh! never mind him Tl treat him as he de- 
ſerves. 

Gil. That's more than I ſhall, I am ſure —Yes, yes, 
tis Don Gabriel How will this end ? L Ga. 

Enter Don Gabriel. 
D. G. So, Madam, you are found at laſt ! 
= You ſhall repent this, Sir. 
G. Perhaps not— 
1/ab, Leave me this _— 
3 


/ 
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D. G. Not till I have Satisfaction here, Madam. 
( Looking at Gil Blas.) 


Gil. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! { Aſide.) Have I done you 
any Injury, Sir? 

D. G. You have Sir, who Are you ? 

Jab. A Gentleman and My Friend. You are an- 


ſwer' d, I hope. 


Gil. Ay, Sir; a Gentleman, and this Lady's Friend. 
ou are anſwer'd, I hope. | 

D. G. The Gentleman fhall be try'd, Sir, — Follo 
me this Moment. | 

Gil. She won't let us fight ſure ! [ fade. 

Jab. How, if I deſire him to ſtay? 

Gil. Ay, Sir how if the Lady deſires me to 
Ray ?——— Fll meet him in the Morging, Madam. 

| DOTY * [ 4part, 
Ja. Tam Miſtreſs of myſelf, and accountable to no 
Man; therefore leave me this Moment. 

Gil. I wiſh he would. | [Afide. 

= Hark you, Sir— To D. Gabriel.) : 

i]. He does not know me that's my Comfort. E 

Hhould certainly have been kick'd elſe. [Afede. 

Jab. You have found me with a Stranger I appoint- 
ed him Tell it Don Lexis But remember You and I 
fall together. ( Apart.) Leave me, I fay—lI am Miſ- 
treſs of my own Houſe, and will be ſo of my Con- 
duct. LY | 
D. G. You ſhall find, Madam, you are accountable 
to Me For You, Sir— | 

Gil. Now it comes, [ Ade. 

D. G. I muſt be acquainted with you. 

Gi. Oh, Sir—As to that—You ſhall know me Time 
enough—My Name, Sir—My Name is Don Antonio Cal- 
labavaro de Paſſiade—And hark you, Sir—( Whiſpers.) 
No Words before the Lady —You have heard of the 
Callabawaro's? © / 

D. G. No Matter, Sir—T'll be punctual And now, 
Madam, I ſhan't ſtay to diſturb you. Your mean de- 


1 ſcending to ſuch a Wretch as this, has taught me to deſ- 


piſe you. When we meet next, my Friend ſhall be of 
the Party. Think on't and tremble, [Exit. 


Zed. 


GIL BEAS. 55 
Jab. I laugh at you. : 
il. So do I— now he's gone. ( Aſide.] Who is hep 
Madam ? 

Jab. A Villain. (Walking in Confuſion.) _ 

Gil. Would I were gone too For the Devil of any 
Paſſion has he left me but Fear. [ 4fide. 

Jab. Was it a Challenge you gave him? 

Gil. A Challenge, Madam ! — Was it for a Man of 
Rank, and a Soldier too, to be ſaluted with a——who 
are you—and I muſt be acquainted with you ? — Tl be 
damn'd angry, and ſo ſteal off. [ Aide. 

Lab. Has this Man Courage, or not? ( 4fide.} You 
are thoughtful, Sir. 

Gil. His Name is Don Gabriel; you ſay— 

* _ And lodges in the Square Every body knows 
im | | 

l Gil. And lodges in the Square Every body know 

im | 

Jab. I don't blame your Reſentment.— 

* O ho! (A/ie.) I'll not ſleep till I have found 


1/ab. A Villain and a Coward, Sir. | 
Gil. Yes, yes, I muſt murder him I ſee. (4fde.)} 
Shall I bring you an Account of him To-morrow ? 
Jab. To-morrow ! h 
Gil. Ay, Madam, To-morrow — I am unworthy of 
you till then — Reputation, Madam !—Reputation !— 
A Soldier's Reputation ! 
1 Jab. To-morrow then at four—You'll remember the 
our? Ie; 
Gil. Or die for my Revenge I am no Boaſter, Ma- 
dam But To-morrow Don Antonio Callabawaro de 
Paſſiado ſhall bring you Proofs of his Birth and Courage 
Angels guard you———Well off, Faith! 
[ Afide, and exit. 
1/ab. "Tis well, Don Gabriel /—You have broken in 
_ my Pleaſures, and may anſwer for it with your 
ife. . * 


Enter Beatrice. 


Beat. Is not this Gentleman a Sort of a Bluſterer, 
Madam? | | 


4 Jab, 
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Ib. He is not a Don Gabriel, and therefore no Fa- 
vourite of Vour's. But he's a pretty Fellow, and ] like 
him—— Nay, and [I'll Have him too You had beſt 
tell Don Gabriel of my Appointment with him To- mor- 
TOW. ö 
Beat. Have you any Cauſe to ſuſpect me, Madam? 
1/ab. J am in doubt about it —— When I have Cer- 
tainty, I ſhall know how to behave, This Gabriel is a 
Villain; but let him betray me if he dares — A Fig for 
Reputation ! I'll have done with it — My Life ſhall be 
a Life of Pleaſure, let the World ſay what it will. Fol- 
low me. [E xcunt. 


„„ — 4 1 4 


CT: IT 
SCENE Bernards's. 
Z»ten Aurora in Boys Clothes, and Gil Blas. 


O T have kill'd myſelf with laughing l Thak, 
BY I/abella ſhould be the Writer of that Aſſig- 
nation !— 


Sil. Or that I ſhould be her Gallant ! — Faith, Ma- 
dam, I was only upon a Frolick—Little did I think of 
meeting 1/abel/a. 
Aur. You have not. ſaid a Word to Don Lewis? 
G:/. J have not ſeen him, Madam. | 
Aur. What's o'Clock ? | 
. Gil. Almoſt Time for Me to be a Soldier again 
Paſt Three Madam But I have not kill'd Don Ga- 
briel——T've been worſe than my Word there. 
Aur. O! he's beneath your Notice—You are too fine 
a Gentleman. | 
Sil. The fine Gentleman may get his Bones broke 
tho”. * : | 
Aur. Never fear, never fear Every Thing we do 
has Fortune int — But, upon my Word, Don 2 | 
"FA Eyes 
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Eyes were ſo fix'd upon me laſt Night, that I could 
| hardly. keep my Countenance. . 

Gil. For Heaven's Sake, no Bluſhing now, Madam. 
Don Fe/ix muſt be impudent — You may bluſh the 
More for't when you are Aurora. 

Aur. You muſt aſſiſt me then. Watch both Our 
Looks; and when you ſee Occafion, break into our 
Diſcourſe with any Thing you can invent— No Matter 
how abſurd. ; pe 

Gil. Never fear, Madam. 

Aur. To bind him fafter to me, I'll be as hace 
as I can make myſelf. 

G:/. In the Perſon of Don Felix. 

Aur. I mean ſo. J1/abella's the Theme. If he talks 
to me of Aurora, as I have a thouſand little Whiſpers he 
will, //abe/la muſt be the Bar to his being ſerious- with 
me Run and tell him I am dreſs d. 

Gil. In a Moment, Madam. [Extt; 

Aur. ( Mufing. ) Right! right! — I have it — Diſ- 
grace my Rival firſt be cool to my Friend — give my 
Lover one ſhort Sight of me in Petticoats ; by Stealth. 
too, to make it ſweeter — and then to Horſe — And if 
he does not follow me to Madrid have not the Charms 
I think I have. * tf 
| Enter Don Lewis, and Gil Blas. 

D. L. What, but juſt dreſs'd! Faith, you ſtaid it out 
laſt Night. I began to ſuſpect you were playing the 
Devik. ;.. i 
Aur. Buſineſs, upon my Honour - We mix d a lite 

Vine with it indeed, 

D. L. But was there no Wench in the Caſe ? 

Aur. Pſhaw ! You don't think me fo ill bred—"Twas 
you had the Wench. How long did you ſtay with 
her ? 

D I. About Half an Eon — But twas the ſhorteſt 
Half Hour I ever knew in my Life. 

Aur, Tho' it laſted let me ſee— from Seven in the- 
Evening, to One in the Morning—unleſs you went any 
where elſe. 

D. L. No, faith — And, what's worſe, I ſhall never: 


wiſh to go any where elſe. Sight. But my dear 
| C 5 Don 
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Don Felix, not a Word of Jſabella — How could you 


laugh fo Yeſterday, when your Siſter enquir'd about 


her? It was not kind in you. 


Aur. Faith, 1 could not help laughing — A fine 
Acquaintance for my Siſter, upon my Word 


But are you and I to be aſham'd of what we do ? 


T think we are of Quality enough to be aſham'd of 
nothing, 6 745 | 

D. L. Well, well—But no laughing no 1/abella, 1 
beg of you. „ 

Aur. I wont—I won't 

D. L. Let me look at you a little. 

Aur. Ha !—;What the Devil ails you? | . 

D. L. Upon my Soul, I'll give you Half my Eſtate, 
if you'll ſend for Auroras Gown and Cap, and wear 
em for an Hour. 0 | 

Gil. Sir, Sir !— I'll wear em for the leaſt Farm upon 
your Eſtate. __ PIER, 

Aur. Aarora's Gown and Cap !—And what then? 

D. L. Only that I may kneel t'you, and kiſs the 
Back of your Hand — Zounds | you'd be her very ſelf ! 


Her (ſweet, ſweet ſelf ! 


Aur. The Man's mad I believe. ¶ Turning away. ) 
D. L. Stark ſtaring mad! Incurably mad! "Tis all 
Yqur Doing, Don Felix — and You muſt take Care of 
me, - 
Azr. I don't underſtand you. 
D. IL. Nor I myſelf only that my Buſineſs is 


| 9 * that the Gods, in Pity to Mankind— © 
Gil. Had made Her ugly—or Don Lewis blind 


Go on, Sir—We ſhall make it out between us. 
D. I. I ſhall never come down to Proſe again. 
Gil. Proſe, Sir my Lady Aurora was never thought 
ef in Proſe—T'ry your Hand once more. 
D. L. Hold your prating, Rafcal— Hark you, Don 
Felix, — l have ſeen your Siſter. 


Aur, 
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Aur. 1 know-it, And you're inclin'd do be mighty 
merry about her — But let me tell you, I have known 
Men that have lik'd her. 
D. L. Is there any particular one She likes? 
Aur, Every Soul that likes Her, I ſuppoſe. 
Gil. A grateful Dipoſition that! [ Afrde. 
D. L. Shall I ſpeak plainly of her ? 
Aur. Ay, if you don't abuſe her. 
D. L. You won't be in Earneſt, I fee, 
Aur. Yes, Faith, if I thought You were ſo: 
D. L. Ih Earneſt then, I love your Siſter And 
5 Earneſt too, I muſt have Your Leave to tell her 
0. 


Aur. You Have told her ſo, perhaps. < 
D. L. No, upon my Honour. If ſhe has gueſs'd at 
my Heart, twas only from the Looks I could not hide 
fr om her, , 
Aur, My Siſter had her Looks too, I ſuppoſe. 
D. L. None, but what Civility and Good-humour 
gave her. | 
Aur. I am. glad of that tho for I was ſadly 
afraid of myſelf.. ¶ Aſide.) This is a very odd Affair, 
Don Lewis. My Leave to tell her ſo !/-—-Impoſſible ! 
You can't be in Earneſt. 
D. L. Iam, by all my Hopes — Moſt abſolutely in 
Earneſt, 
Aur. What! —— when I am privy to your Intrigue 
with another ? | 
D. L. Iſabella . Youthall ſoon ſee an End of That 
Affair. 
» Aur. Why, what d'you intend ? | 
D. L. To ſee her once more, and have done with 
her for ever. | | 
y fur. Has ſhe us'd you ill? 
D. L. Not that I know of— ; 
Gil No Matter for that, Sir—Don Lewis may uſe 
Her ſo I hope. | 
Aur. Hold your Peace, Sir — And learn to know 
the Times when your Impertinence may be borne. 
{ Argrily.) Look you, Don Lewis —I can be 2 
x Friend 


9 


* 
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i Friend nor Enemy in this Buſineſs till I fee my Siſter— 

. and That ſhall be preſently. ee 

5 D. L. And at your Return, Hſabella ſhall be no lon- 

1 ger an Objection. ( Going.) N | 
_ Aur. Stay, Don Lewis, I own I am perplex'd, and 

know not how to act. I wiſh y6u had * this Decla- 


5 ration a Secret from me. I had News for you, that 
ot Friendſhip requir'd me to tell — and now it will look 
. ö . HLke an officious Concern for my Siſter, 


D. IL. What is it ?—ſpeak ! 
Aur. Tſabella's, a—I won't name the Word neither — 
But G7 Blas knows it, and can prove it. 
D. L. With all my Heart, Faith What is it, Gi 
Blas? 
Gil. Nay, Sir, no great Matter Only that I hap- 
3 to ſee a Gentleman let out at her Back- door laſt 
Ight. | | 3. 7 
D L. Don Gabriel, I ſuppoſe ? 
Sil. No, upon my Soul, Sir—Quite another Sort of 
a Gentleman — A rampant young Fellow of about My 
Size — I never ſaw a finer Figure of a Man — I was 
born. | 
D. L. At what Time of the Evening was this ? 
Gil. About Nine when You were with my Lady 
Aurora. | ; 
D. L. And did you dog him ? 
Gil. His Sword was a little of the longeſt 
Sir, he d have ſpitted me like a Lark He was not 
above My Size neither But the fineſt put together ! 
I don't believe you'll match him in all Spain. 
Is D. L. You are ſure twas //abella's Back-door ? 
N Gil. Tl ſwear to that, Sir—and to her Maid's letting 
| him out. You have bewitch'd my Miſtreſs, ſays ſhe, 
in a Whiſper And he took the Way to bewitch 
the Maid too for I ſaw him put a ſwinging Purſe 
into her Hand And then he was ee upon his 
Heel, Sir —— But yor'll remember To-morrow at 
ia Four, fays ſhe —— My Miſtreſs will die if you don't 
ay come —— O] damn your Miſtreſs, thought T to my- 
Wa  felf——Ay, ay, ſays he And the Dog was ſo careleſs ! 
1 Ay, ay ; tell her, I'll come and die With ker—— 
> ty Hey! 
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Hey ! Sancho ! Diego ! Lopez !—And away he ſſid, Sir, 


in a Minuet- Step, with three Footmen at his Heels. 

D. L. If this Story be true, I ſhall be neither an 
nor ſorry. For. to deal plainly with you, Don Felix, 
fince I have ſeen your Siſter, all Women elſe are indif- 


ferent to me. | 
Enter Melchior. 
Mel. Don Gabriel is below, Sir. 
D. L. Shall | aſk him up? | | 
Aur. By all Means—Defire the Gentleman to walk 
up. ( To Melchior, who goes out.) Will you tell him 
of this Diſcovery ? © : 
D. L. To be ſure I will—and you ſhall ſee him 
| ſtare as if a Fit had ſeiz d him. Don Gabriel has too 
much Honeſty in himſelf to find out the Want of it in 
another. | 
Gil. To be ſure, Sir, a mighty worthy Man—But 
liable to be impos'd upon. 
Re enter Melchior ayith Don Gabriel, and Exit. 
D. G. Servant, Servant, Gentlemen—I have News 
for you, Don Lewis. | 


vil. . 
D. G. That's My News- How did you hear it? 

D. IL. From Gi Blas here. 

Gil. Yes, Sir, from Me. 

D. G. From you !— What Intelligence have You? 

D. L. The Intelligence of his Eyes and Ears. He 
iaw a Gentleman let out at her Back-door laſt Night, 
and over-heard an Appointment for To-day. 
D. G. That's well—But he could not tell you that I 


broke in · upon 'em Such a pitiful, contemptible, raſ- 


cally, ſneaking, cowardly Wretch !—I could have torn 
her Piece-meal for even looking at him. | 

Gil. Sir! —Pitiful, contemptible, raſcally, cowardly L 
—Paith, to my Mind now, the Gentleman was a 
mighty good-looking Sort of a Gentleman. | 

D. 6. A Gentleman !—A Monkey has more Man- 
hood in him. 

Gil. Paſſion, Sir! Paſſion !—You ſaw him thro' the 
falſe Medium of Paſſion. - Jt f 


D. L. I have News for You too—1/abella's the De. 


XY 


People's Eyes ! 


| has a Plot to make Me as black as herſelf. We have 
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D. G. Paſſion What, with a Worm !—The Wretch 
was beneath trampling upon. | 
Sil. O Lord © Ford !—But there's certainly ſome 
Miſtake in thie We don't mean the ſame Perſon, Sir. 
D. G. Was nothedreſsd in Rd 
Gil. Ves, he was. But 'twas not the Colour of his 
Coat that ſtruck me Twas his Air — his — his Dignity 
— Come, he had ſome Dignity—You muſt allow him 
a little—Dignity. | 
D. G. O !—Abundance of Dignity ! 
Gil. Some People's Eyes !—That's all I ſay—Some 


Aur, Gil Blas - Why, I think Accounts differ - 
little. ( Apart.) 

D. L. But what did you do with him? | 2) 

D. G. Would you think it ?—The Fellow challeng'd 
me. - 

Sil. I told you he had Courage, Sir. {To Dor 
Lewis. ) | | | 

D. G. Ay—But he forgot the Appointment. I 
waited for him two Hours after the Time this Morning, 
with a Horſewhip for my Weapon. | 

Gil. And did you think he'd come, Sir? —As if a 
© would come to be horſe-whipt! - O {ad! O 
x | 5s 
eg L. How do you know of the Aſſignation To- 

y ? E 

D. G. Her Ladyſhip's Maid was with me. The 
Fellow meets her at Four, ſhe ſays ; and ſhe'll open the 
Door to us—ſo come away with Me. 

D. L. To your Lodgings ? 

D. G. Ay. | have — elſe to tell you. She 
only Half an Hour to conſult in. 
D. L. I'll follow you then — J have a Word for 
Don FeliRæ firſt. | 

D. L. You won't be long ?—T'll wait for you in your 
own Apartments Don Felix, your Servant. (Exit. 

Aur. And d'yon intend going to her Houſe ? 

D. L. Yes — and taking Leave of her in Form, 

- Fur, Youll puniſh the Gentleman tho' ? Fe 
| D. LT. 
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D. £ Yes, Faith, will 1 | | 
Gil. So! So! ( Afide. 
D. L. Moft heartily— 


Gil. I'll not go, that's flat. ( Afede. ) \ 
D L. By giving him the Lady. 
Gil. Oho! then all's ſafe. ( at.) 


D. L. But Don Gabriel expects me. Shall I meet 
you at Auroras? 

Aur. No—1I ſhall ſtay but an Hour there; and 
ſhould take it as a Favour if you left her to herſelf, till 
we meet To morrow. 3 - 

D. IL. Nay, that's too much! have Leave to viſit 
her this Evening. 1 Pod 

Aur. You'll oblige by deferring this Vifit. 

D. L. You hurt me, Don Feizx—lI did not expect 
ſuch Coolneſs. 85 85 

Aur. I am ſorry for that. You may find me war- 
mer To- morrow perhaps. 

D. L. Well, Sir—it muſt be as you pleaſe. If Ja- 
bella's the Objection, I am going to her for the laſt 
Time. Adieu. ( Exit. 

Aur. Yours, Sir. Poor Fellow, how I have teaz d 
him! But Oppoſition is your only Quickener. You 
muſt away to the Appointment, Gz/ Blat. 

Gi I ſhall certainly be kick d. 

Aur, No, no, tis but diſcovering yourſelf, and the 
Matter ends in a Laugh—But a Word before you go 
When the Buſineſs is over at /abe/la's 

G1. I with it was over. Lee: 

Aur. You muſt hurry Don Lewis to Aurora. 

Gil. Hey day - I thought you inſiſted upon his 
keeping away. 

Aur. Ay, that, by Your Inſtructions, I may be ſure 
of ſeeing him. I'll be deny'd to him, when he comes 
tho Laura ſhall tell him that my Brother's with me 
who ſhall reſent this Viſit—He has made a Point, you 
know, of his not feeing me. & | 

Gil. You'll appear to him in Breeches then ? + 

Aur Not till To-morrow. —But to haſten him to 
arora, you muſt hint to him that you have Suſpicions 
ef your Maſter— That he has no Sincerity in him 

f | That 
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That he has private Deſigns, and intends oppoſing him 
with his Siſter. You may fling in a Hint too, that the 
Lady likes him — that her Brother's out of the Way 
In ſhort, any Thing ſo you get him to viſit me, and 
to break his Promiſe with Don Felix. | 
Gil. Which if I don't. 
Aur. Away, away then —But don't forget, and go 
to the Appointment in thoſe Cloaths. | 
Gil. What forget the very Eſſence of a Gentleman! 
Il ſend Melchior for a Chair for you---Hey } Mel. 
chior ! Call a Chair for my Maſter—and then, d'you 
hear? Call another for Me. [ Exit. 
Aur. And now TI ſhall know, in a few Hours, the 
Succeſs of this wild Scheme—But how if my Brother 
ſhould be at Madrid !— Nay, if he ſhould have trac'd 
me hither ! — The Comfort is, that he knows nothing 
of Gil Blas, or Gi] Blas of Him—ſo they may meet 
and paſs without Diſcovery—As for myſelf, he ſhall 
find it hard to catch me—unlgf upon the Road to 
Madrid and then it ſhal be the Fault of my 
Horſe—Well! If ever Woman took ſuch Pains for a 
Man ! Why—I hope ſhe got him, that's all. [ Exit, 
SCENE anther Apartment. 3» 
Enter Don Lewis and Don Gabriel. 
D. L. Why did not you tell me of this ?—You have 
ſuſpected her a good while then ? 8 
D. G. Of an immoderate Love of Pleaſure. But J 
had no downright Proofs of her Infamy, and therefore 
ſaid nothing. | 
D. L. And whenever you upbraided her, ſhe threa- 
ten'd you with Deſtruction? ; 
D. G. Ay. I ſhould not wonder if the told you I 
had raviſh'd her. Give Don Lewis: but a Hint of my 
Diſhoneſty, ſays ſhe, and your Ruin is inevitable 
I'll ſwear to him that you have whor'd ne— That his 
Friend, his Boſom-Friend, the Man whon: he ſupports, 
has whor'd me. [is not your Innocence that ſhall 
guard you from my Revenge. | 
D. C. Was this Yeſterday ? 
D. G. Yeſterday, when I broke in upon her, And 
my Lite upon't ſhe keeps her Word. | 
| | D. L. 


1 
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D. L. Thope fo, Faith. My honeſt Valbella] Why, 
this is * as I could wiſh it. How heard you of 
the Appomtment To day ? 

D. G. Her Ladyſhip' s Maid was with me—She'll 

open the Door to us.* 

D. L. Lſhall be quite the Grademan with her. 

D. G. And ſhe. the Devil with You—But-come ; we 
muſt haſten to our Place of Rendezvous—Beatrice will 
appear at the Window, if the Fellow comes. 

D L. Away then— You are hurt, Don Gabriel. 
but I am 2 d with her Infamy. ( Excunt. 

SCENE — to Iſabella's. 
Enter Iſabella and Beatrice. 

Jab. You have ſecur d the Garden-Door ? 

Beat. Safe enough, I'll warrant you. 

Jab. And you have heard nothing of the Stranger 
and Don Gabriel To-day ? 

Beat. Not a Syllable. 

Jab. JI wonder if they met — But Don Gabriel 


thought better on't perhaps. 


Beat. Or the Stranger, Madam. 

Lab. J have a better Opinion of him. Ts it Four 
yet ? 

Beat. The Clock has juſt ſtruck, 

Jab. Leave me then—And ſee you admit no one 
but Him. 

Beat. Yes, Madam. And yet you may have other 
Viſitors, or I am feed to no Purpoſe. [Afide, and Exit. 

Lab. J have Reaſon to ſuſpect this Wench—She's a 
Creature of Don Gabriels But let the worſt happen, FE. 
am prepar'd for't. (4 Knocking at the Door. ) Hark] 
—here's ſomebedy coming— I grow old and ugly by 
thinking of this Gabrie/—But here comes one to 1 
me young again. 

Enter Beatrice avith Gil Blas, dreſs'd. 

Gil Servant, Madam—Handſomer than ten thou- 
ſand Angels—I believe we ſhan't want You, Child. 
Jo Beatrice.) And beſides, | don't mightily like that- 
Face of yours. 


Beat. Sir ! J ſhan't ſtay to frighten you. But 


you may chance to ſee Faces preſently, that you'll like - 


leſs. (Aide, and exit. ) Jab. 


” 
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Jab. What have you done with Don Gabriel? 
Sil. What a Gentleman of My Rank ought to de 
with the Vulgar—Nothing at all, Madam. 

1ab. Haven't you ſeen Fim then? | 

Gil. Upon my Honour, not I — Poverty is apt to 


make Men deſperate And we Gentlemen of affluent 


Fortunes, who know how to enjoy Life, know how to 
Prize it too 1 | 
Zab Your Servant, Sir. My Woman will open the 
Door for you. (Turning away. ) 
5 Gil. Ha !—What !—Is any Thing the Matter, Ma- 
Lab. Nothing at all, Sir, —Good-bye t'you. (Going. 
Gil. You are not in Earneſt ſure ?—Juſt as I expect- 
ed. (Au-) 7 
 _ Jab. Your Way lies there, Sir. _( Pointing to the 
Door ) I have Buſineſs. 74 | 
Sil. And ſo have I, Faith. (Getting between her. 
and the Door.) Look you, Madam—This won't do. 
Lou and I muſt not part fo. _ | 
Jab. Is this the Man of Honour and Courage ! 
That could not ſleep for his Revenge !—lIs this 
Gil. Why, really, Madam, I did intend to have cut 
his Throat— But I don't know how it was, I chang'd 
my Mind. 
ab. As I have mine, Sir—Begone this Moment. 
{ 4 Noiſe without.) What Noiſe is that? 
D. G. (Without.) Don't tell Me Did not we ſee him 
o in? . < 
Beat. (Without.) You are miſtaken, Sir Twas a 
Gentleman to Me—My Miſtreſs is not at Home. - 
D. L. ( Without.) We'll try that preſently. 
Jab. Don Lewis too —Nay, then But let em 
come. ( Afede.) 
- Gil. Is the Devil in the Houſe ? - But if you love 
Blood, Madam, you ſhall ſee whether I have Courage or 
not. ; 
- Enter Don Lewis and Don Gabriel. 
D. L. Don't he alarm'd, Madam The Viſt 
s a little abrupt indeed - but you know how to excuſe 
it —I have ſeen that Face before. (Looking at Gil = 
| #t» 
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Gil. And may poſſibly ſee it again, Sir. 

Jab. Well, Sir !—You have found me 

D. L. Reports are often falſe, Madam I thank you 
for the Satisfaction of my Eyes. 

1/ab. Twas a Satisfaction I intended you—So I have 
a Right to your Thanks —I ſhall — Don Gabriel's 
t00. 

D. G. You have 'em with all my Heart, Madam — 
But we muſt thank the Gentleman, Don Leavzs. 

Gil. Nay, Sir, as to that I ſhan't inſiſt upon Ceremo- 
ny. 

D. L. (Walking up te Gil Blas.) I have certainly ſeen 
this Face May I beg to know where, Sir? 

Gil. You ſhall know it at a proper Time, Sir. 

D. L. Where did you flea theſe Cloaths ?—They 
don't fit you. 

Gil. Steal 'em, Sir ? 

D. G. Ay, Sir, ſteal '*em—But you have forgot, I 
ſuppoſe—as you did your Appointment with Me, Raſ- 
cal! (Takes him by the Collar.) 

Gil. Hands off, Sir !-You are two to one upon me 
But I expe to be treated like a Soldier. 

D. G. Like a Soldier, Sirrah ! (Shakes Bim.) 

Lab. Is this Behaviour for My Houſe, Sir ? (To Don 
Gabriel, who lets him go.) 

Gil. "Tis mighty odd Behaviour, Madam. 

D. G. Say you ſo, Sir? (Offers to take bold of him. 

D. L. ( — ) Hold, Don Gabriel /—You'l 
frighten him into Fits, 

Gil. No, Sir—nor both of you. 

D. G. Prithee let me come at him.—III only ſhake 
him a little; 

1/ab. You ſhall nt this Outra 

Gil. Why, that' * kind 9 Pray, be 
compos'd, Madam—You ſhall find me a Match for 'em 
preſently— For You, Don Lewis, I know you. 

D. IL. Ha !— You know my Name indeed—Where | 
was it you knew me ? 


os: Your Memory fails you, Sir—But I can refreſh 
D L.. 


* 
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D. T. Do it this Moment then. —— 
D. G. I'll quicken him a little. (Offers to take Bull 
of him again, 

D. L. Hold, I fay !-—Who are you, Sir? 

Gil] A Gentleman, Sir—and one that has oblig'd you 
Lou have inſulted a Man, Sir, that has done yon 
Services—Services, Sir, that I ſhan't upbraid you with 
— tho" it is Ingratitude in you to forget em !] ha ve ne- 
ver clean'd your Shoes indeed —.No, Sir, I am above 
it—But I have run of your Errands—I have really run 
of your Errands— The Name of Don Antonio Calla- 
Bavaro de Paſſiado may ſound ftrange t'you perhaps— 
But I have another at your Service Look in my Face, 
Sir What think you of your Friend Don G7 Blas & 
Santilane ? | 
2A. 

7 and Gil Blas ! 
D. G. 8 | 
Gil The very ſame, Sir Don Felix's humble Ser- 

vant, and your Honour's—A Pox upon this Patch 

J ſhall tear away my Skin with it. (Pulli off his Patch.) 
There, Sir |-——And now I believe you'll beg my 

Pardon. . 

Jab. Am I impos'd upon? Who are you?ꝰꝛ 

Gil. Only Don Felix's Servant, Madam — The ſame 
that brought you a Letter yeſterday from Don Lewis. 
e Vou remember how you admur'd my Wit, Ma- 


D. L. | 
and F Ha, ha, ha! 
D. G. - 
Jab. Am ] detected with a Servant then ? ( Smatcha 

Don Lewis's Sword, and runs at Gil Blas.) Die, Vil- 
lain ! 
D. IL. Hold, Madam !—This Sword is mine V reli 
it from her Hands.) 
Gil. Pray take Care of her, Gentlemen. 
Jab. Well, Sir! you have diſarm'd me. Give me 
the Sword again, and I'll direct it properly. ( Looking 
at Den Gabriel, who /aughs) Ay, laugh at me, do 

You have caught me—But your triumph ſhall be _ 

am 


. 
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lam diſgrac'd by a Contrivance——and your Glory 
is, that three Men have been too hard for a Wo- 


man. a 
Gil. No, Madam They knew no more of me than 
your Ladyſhip. | 

Jab. No Matter. They have hurt my Pride only. 
[am innocent with You, Sir—lI found you: to be a 
Wretch. 

Gil. Very true, Madam. 

Jab. But with that Villain there, I have been guilty. 

| ( Pointing to Don Gabriel. 

D. L. That we expected, Madam. Ing 

D. G. Ha, ha, ha !—- No Interruptions, I beg, Sir. 

Tab. Yes, Sir, for a Moment—that you may laugh 
once more. But remember tis the laſt Time. 

D. G. Pray proceed, Madam. 

Jab. To Your everlaſting Ruin. Read theſe Letters, 
dir, (giving Letters to Don Lewis) and ſee to whom 
they are directed. What, thunder-ſtruck ! (To Den 
Gabriel) You ſaw 'em burnt, did you? — But not all, 
dir—You ſhould have been ſecure of that. I knew 
you to be a Villain, and reſerv'd theſe for your Deſtruc- 
tion. h 

D. ZL. The Letters are in Your Hand, Don Gabriel. 

| : (Reading.) 

D. G. Forg'd—Every Word of em forg d. 

D. L. III read, Sir. : 

Ci. How like a Rogue he looks ! I ſhall ak him 
about my Dignity preſently. (Aide. 

Jab. ] can tell you the Contents, Sir. (Jo Don Ga- 
briel) A few Pieces of private Hiſtory to blacken your 
Friend. Twas a Point you labour'd at, to ſecure me 
yourſelf, Don Lewis will tell you, whether they 
ae forg'd or not. 

D. L Theſe Letters muſt be mine, Madam. (Put- 
tins them in his Pocket.) For You, Sir! (Walking up to 
Din Gabriel) Never ſee my Face again. You are fal- 
len even below my Reſentment—The Hand-writing is 
Yours, Sir—tho' I had doubted my own Eyes, but for 
Crcumſtances in the Letters, that only You were privy. 
o. Farewel both. I leave, you fit Company for one 
another. Come, Gz/ Blas. (Going.) Gil. 


Gentleman, that a rea 
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Gil. Sir! Sir. — Only for a Moment, Sir I came 


In like a Gentleman, and methinks would fain go Out 
like one — And ſo, Madam, as our Intrigue is at an 


 End— 


Jab. Begone, Sir. 
Gt I fay, Madam, as our Intrigue is at an End, ! 
wiſh you all the 1 with that good looking 
nable Woman can expect 
He's a little heavy or ſo- but a Man of excellent Mo- 


rals And fo I take my Leave 


D. L. Come, Sir—I have a Word for you too. 
Gil. T'll attend you, Sir. 
Ye Loves and Graces hover round this Pair, 
And make their Virtues your peculiar Care. 
(E xit with Don Lewit, 
Don Gabriel and Iſabella ſtand for ſome Time looking at 
each other, ; * 
1/ab. Leave me. 
D. G. You have undone me. 
K And therefore I am happy ſuperlatively hap: 


b. G. I have undone You too. 

Jab. No Matter—Leave me, I ſay. 

D. G. I dare not leave you I doat upon you. 

Jab. I hate you. 

D. G. "Twas my Love for you that did chis—Is there 
no Way to make Amends ? 

Jab. Yes—by leaving me. 

D G. Don Lewis is happy !—He loves another, and 
laughs at both of us. 

1/ab. Ha !—Love another !—Does he love another? 
Name her to me this Moment. 

D. G. Aurera, the Siſter of Don Fe/ix—To-morrow 
pou will ſee em marry'd—She's here at Salamanca. 
He told me of her himſelf— He told me too that he 


- was weary of you That he wanted an Excuſe to break 


with you—And now, at this Moment, in the Arms of 


his Aurora, he's rejoicing at your Diſgrace. 
Jab. "Tis well ! — 1 wanted only this to make me 
mad. You love me, you ſay—How ſhall I be ſue 


on't ? 
g D. G. 


Out 


Ling 
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D. G. Put me to the Trial. 

1/ab. What Trial? - Vou would * Amends too? 
— What Amends? — Come, be Villain enough to 
prompt me. Don Lexuis is your Enemy. 

D. G. I hate him. 

Jab. Is that al!? 

D. G. What mean you? 

Jſab. Nothing. 

D. G. I hate him, and would be reveng'd. 

Jab. I—love him, and would be reveng' d. 

G. How? 

Jab. Gueſs. 

D. G. Ha! — 

Jab. You heſitate -I thought you Villain nn 
for any Thing, 

D. G. What's the Reward ? . 

Jab. The Poſſeſſion of me for ever. I'll plunder 
my Father, and fly with you the next Moment. 

D. G. How am I ſecure of that? 

1H/ab. Come with me to my Cloſet. 

D. G. Agreed, Madam. (Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to Aurors's, 
Enter Aurora in Boy's Clothes, and Laura. 

Aur. What are they doing at Habella's 8 ne * 
Time ? 

Laur. Toſſing Gil Blas in a Blanket odio 

Aur. No, no, Don Lewis will be pleas'd. I don't 
like his ſtaying ſo long tho”. 

Laur. Don't be impatient, Madam. 

Aur. No, not impatient—But why does not he come ? 
—— G:l Blas was to hurry him to me. 

Laur. All in good Time ——— But you are {0 
violent, you won't give him an Hour to get rid of a 
Miſtreſs. 

Aur. Yes if twould lead him to a Wife 
_ You don't conſider the Coniequence of this 

Hit. 


Laur. The Conſequence ! — Nay, Madam, if 
you conceal'd any Thing 


Auz/A thouſand Things I have a little World 
in 
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in this Heart, and but one Tongue to tell what paſſes 
in't. 

Laur. "Tis a Woman's Tongue tho'. 

Aur. And yet it won't do y Buſineſs But 
if Don Lew:s makes no attempt to ſee me this 
Evening, I have a great Mind he ſhall never ſee 
= again. —— The Fellow can have no Spirit in 

m. . 
Laur. And beſides, Madam, how are we to 8 
with him To- morrow? Or why is the Siſter to be ſent 
away, if Don Lewis does not break his Promiſe with 
the Brother ? 

Aur." Or how ſhall I be ſure he loves me ? — The 
Caſe ſtands thus—Says the impertinent Don Felix, I 
muſt have no Viſiting at my Siſter's To-night—Says 
the gallant Don Lexis, it muſt be as You pleaſe—Ay, 
but ſays Gi Blas. For I am ſure he has not forgot his 
Inſtructions how if Aurora loves you? And how 
if her Brother ſhould intend you a Trick? If 
This does not bring him, I'll poſitively never ſee him 
again, 

Laur. No more I would, Madam, 

Aur. I have ventur'd boldly for Him—and if be fails 
me, but in a ſingle Grain of equal Love and Spirit — 
Tl to Horſe for Madrid this very Night What has He 
to riſk ?—Why, the Diſpleaſure of a Boy—Let him ſtay 
but an Hour from me, andif ever he ſees me again, it 
ſhall be thro' the Grate of a Nunnery—— III 
lower theſe mad Flights; ſay my Prayers all Day — 
and never think of Man again. (4 Knocking at the 


Door.) 
Laur. Oho! Are you there, Sir! —You'll be no 


Nun, Madam. | 

Aur. 1 hope not You know how to deny me 
to him But ee To- morrow at Nine — I 
muſt be ſure of him at Nine Don't let him come 
farther than the Door tho My Brother's in the 
next Room with me and if he ſees him 
O Lord ! O Lord! — 


Laur. I'll warrant you, Madam. Exit. 
Aur. 
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Aur. Ves, yes, the Man's my own again ! be- 
Now muſt poor Aurora be 
pack'd to Maaria upon this Vifit—— If P ople make | 
Promiſes, they ſhould keep em la m not a Man. 
Ha! — The Door opens: She 


gan to be frighten'd tho 


to be trifled with 
won't let him in ſure What's the Matter, Liu 
Ne enter Laura, and after her, Gil Blas, are d. 


Lau. You are very impertinent, methinks. (To 
Gi! Blas.) The Gentleman would take no Denial, Sir, 


(To Avrora,) He muſt ſpeak with you, he ſays, » 
Aur. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? 
Gil, If you are Don Felix de Mendoza, Sir. 


Lau. Ha, ha, ha! Don't you know him, Madam? 
A very Soldier-like Appear- 


Aur, Gil Blas! | 
ance, upon my Word! Ha, ha, ha! 

Gil. No Laughing, Madam. The Ca/labaro's are 

rave Men, mighty grave Men. 

Aur. Well, and what? And how ?—— | 

Gil. And When, Madam ?—That's the Queſtion 
He'll be here preſently—We have done the Bufineſs— 
detected Don Gabriel too——Such a Pair of em! But 
we left 'em together. | | 

Aur. And where's Don Lewis ? "Fe 

Gil. At the Tavern——chucking down a ſecond 
Bottle of Champaign to your Lady ſhip's Health, 

Aur. Alone? | | 

Gil, With an old Prieſt, Madam 
Bufineſs at Bernarda's, to give you Notice of his 
Coming. But we have-had the Devil to do. 

Aur. At I/abella's———Tell me how it went. 

G:/. Only one Thing wanting, Madam 
Lady was not diſgrac'd enough. 

Aur. Is not it over then? And was not ſhe detected? 

Gil. Yes, yes, Madam, ſhe was detected But 


then it was with me There was ſomething in my 


Appearance that — 
Jur. No Trifling now, Gil Blas. 


.. Why then, Madam, every Thing happen'd as 
you could wiſh-——But the Buſtle has been nc 


Aur, What Buſtle? 1 


I pretended 


1 | 


Gil. 


— 
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He loves Miſchief. 


Gil. With Don Lewis, Madam He muſt needs 
knew who ſet me upon this Intrigue——Was it your 
Maſter, ſays he? If Jabella has been my Miſtreſs, 
ſhe ranks too high for his Footman. 

Aur. But you ſatisfy'd him, I hope? | 

Gil. By telling the whole Truth, Madam Lord! 
Sir, ſays I, my Maſter does not think of ou 
unleſs 'tis to ſpite you——J—You may fancy him your 
Friend perhaps But he's No-body's Friend 
Go to my Lady, Sir Your 
Buſineſs is with her All this was in the Street, Ma- 
dam He was ſadly out, of Spirits, he ſaid hurt 
to the Heart by Don Gabriel — 80 with much ado, I 
inveigled him to the Tavern | es | 

Aur. And ply'd him with the Whimſies of your 
Maſter ? 

Gil. And with Bumpers too or I had not work'd 
him up to viſit you What, ſays I, and ſo my 
Maſter has inſiſted upon your keeping from his Siſter 
To-night ! And why was it, d'you think ? Only 
to ſend her to Madrid, that you may never ſee her 
again——T11 tell you a Secret She loves you, and 
he knows it Love me, ſays he! (I à drunken 
Tone) For the Champaign began to mount, Madam 
Does the dear Creature love nie ? No, no 
it's impoſlible, it's impoſſible—Does her Duenna love 
me, ſays 1 For I told him all about it, Laura 

Lau. Coxcomb! | 

Gil. If Aurora loves me, ſays he a Fig for her 
Brother There's my Purſe, you Dog Here it 
is, Madam T'other Bumper, Prieſt, and III fly 
to her in a Moment (4 Knocking at the Door.) This 
is he, Madam l muſt not be ſeen by him. 

Aur. This Way, this Way then ! Laura under- 
takes him now Slip thro' the Back-door, and at- 
tend his Coming at Bernarda's. (Knocking again.) 

Lau, He grows impatient, Madam, 

Aur. I have Schemes that I want Time to tell you | 
of. But wait for him at Bernarda's — You mutt ply 
him with a few more of your- Maſter's Whimſies - 
Now, now, Laura! [Exit, 


Gil, 
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| > 
Gil. But don't depend upon your Face, Child 
He's a little tipſy, you know, and may be outrageouſly 
loving. [Exeunt different Ways. 
: SCEN E changes to the Street. 
Enter Don Felix in a Riding-Dreſi, and Pedro. 
D. F. Have done, Sir! The Honour of my Family's 
at Stake, and I'll have no Reſt till Im reveng d. 
Ped. Only conſider, Sir——AIll laſt Night we were 
Whip and Spur upon the Road ——And now at Night 
again, when we ſhould be taking a comfortable Sup- 
per here we are, groping about the Streets in a 
ſtrange Place, I don't like it, Sir I muſt needs tell 
you, I don't like it. m_ 
D. F. Will you have done, Sir? 
Ped. There's another Thing too——You are not 
ſure 'tis my Lady Aurora that we have hunted hither. 
You can't ſwear ſhe went off in Boy's Cloath 
All we know of the matter is from Scoundrel Poſt-boys 
| and lying Inn-keepers——And then, Sir, you were 
| forc'd to put Words into their Mouths. 
1 D. F. Have we heard nothing herey Sirrah ? 
[ 


Ped. A mighty matter indeed! That here's one 
Don Felix, who lives with one Don Lewis, who lodges 
with one Bernarda Lord, Sir ! here may be twenty 
Don F.elix's, for any Thing we know. | 

D. F. I tell you, tis my Siſter. I have a thouſand 
Circumſtances to convince me. She has aſſum'd my 


r Name, and lives in Infamy with Don Lewizx——TIL 
t ſee em before I ſleep So away, Sir. 
44 . Ped. Hark! Don't you hear a Noiſe ?——This is 
B70 the Devil of a Place, Sir. | 
Enter at Difance Don Gabriel, and three or four Aſſafſins., 
A D. G. Stand at the Corner there. Theſe are Stran- 
1 gers. I have trac'd him to the Tavern yonder, and 
this is his Way Home. I'Il give the Word as ſoon as 


he appears. [ Exit, 'with Aſſaſins, 
Ped. Did you hear em, Sir: We ſhall certainly 

F- if be murder'd. 
| D. F. No, no—They are in Purſuit of another 
Fe and here he comes perhaps. Stand by a little—lf they 
WH attack him, I'll defend him. 


D 2 Ped 
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Ped. Defend him, Sir— What defend a Stranger! 
0, Lord! O, Lord —— 1 wiſh there was another 
Stranger to defend me! (They retire within the Scenes.) 

$6 Enter Don Lewis drunk. 

D. L. Here again, Faith ! This is the third or fourth 
Time that I have turn'd this damn'd Corner in my Way 
Home. The Devil's upon a Frolick To. night, and the 
Raſcal has kick'd the Streets out of their Places. 

D. F. A Gentleman! and in Liquor!—Nay then 
he demands my Aſſiſtance. (A4par?;) 

Ped. You 3 my Lady Aurora, Sir And be- 
ſides, a Man in Liquor never comes to any Harm. 

D. L. Twas damn'd hard tho' in the dear Angle 
not to ſee me—] was forc'd to take up with my old 
ſnuffiing Prieſt again—And egad, we drank Bumpers to 
Aurora, till the Room turn'd round. Thank Heaven, 

I can find my Way Home tho'. Going. 

D. F. (Coming forward) Sir! Sir! If you go That 
Way, there's Danger. | 
D. L. Danger! — Well, and what then? Who the 

Devil are You.? | | | 

D. F. A Gentleman—and one that may be of Ser- 
vice t'you. There are Villains at the next Corner, 
laying in wait for Murder Vou are in Liquor, Sir, 
j and their Bufineſs may be with You. 

9 D. L. With Me, ha! And why not with you? 
i muſt a Man be murder'd becauſe he's a little tipſy?— 

1 But come along, Sir! Here's old Truſty—( Drawing 

/ his Sword.) If they are for Murder, Þll murder em 

1 So come along, I ſay. 
t D. F. Not That Way, Sir—The Riſk is too great. 

il D. L. Why, go your own Way then——and. ſo 

Good-night. I am a regular Man, Sir—and always go 

| the ſhorteſt Way Home. Hey !—where are you, Mur- 
/ derers? {(Going.) | 
1 D. F. Stay, Sir Let me prevail upon you. 

| D. L. Not if you were the fineſt Whore in Sa/a- 
manca. 


Ped. O, Lord! O, Lord! All this for a drunken 
Stranger too. 41. 
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Re-enter Don Gabriel and Aſſaſſins. 
D. G. That's he. If the Stranger aſſiſts him, he 
muſt die too——Fall on! 

D. F. (Drawing his Sword.) Villa ns! 

D. L. Come on A hundred of you! (They engage: 
Don Gabriel and the Aſſaſſins are driven off the Stage.) 

Ped. (Coming forward) Watch! Watch! Murder! 
Watch ! | 

D. L. Hold your Bawling, Sirrah ! ——And don't 
make a Diſturbance—We'll enjoy the Victory in Peace. 
Well puſh'd, Faith ! 

D. F. How are you, Sir? 

D. L. Sound as a Roach, old Boy. You're a 
brave Fellow upon my Soul. What ſay you to a Bot- 
tle at the next Tavern now, that we may grow a little 
acquainted ? | 

D. F. No, Sir, I'm engag'd——And youder's the 
Watch to take Care of you. 

Ped. We'll all go together, Sir, Watch! Watch! 

D. L. Hold your Bawling, I ſay! I am a little 
drunk, Sir, as you ſee———But my Name is Don Lewis 
Pacheco. I lodge hard by here, at Bernarda's — and 
if pou call upon me in the Morning, I'Il thank you 
as one iober Gentleman ought to thank another. 

D. F. Don Lewis Pacheco! J have heard of you, 
Sir. 

D. L. Heard of me, Sir! That is not the Thing — 
Come and ſee me. 

D. F. You may depend upon me. Do you know 
a young Gentleman, lately arrived here, who calls 
himſelf Don Felix de Mendoza ? 

D. L. Know him! — He's ſuch a Sort of a Fellow, 
Sir, that the Devil does not know him — He does not- 
know himſelf I believe 

D. F. You are acquainted with him then ? 

D. L. Acquainted with him! 

D. F. And may tell me where to find him.. 

D. L. Find him, Sir! — You may find him with a 
| Whore I ſuppoſe —— Not a Wench in Salamanca eſ- 
capes him. But he has us'd me ill, Sir, and ſo I know 
nothing of him know a Lady, call'd Donna Aurora 
D 3 tho. 


2 
* 
1 
1 

if 
= 
3 
=. 


find the Place, Sir, 
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tho'—and that's better I could tell you a Story now, 
if I had a Mind — But no Matter — I'm a very happy 


Man, Sir, — and that's enough. You'll ſee me To- 


morrow. Here, Watch! Watch! (Exit, 
D. F. ¶ Pauſing, and looking out) They have got 
him I ſee. What think you now, Pedro ? | 
T Ped. That we had better have gone with the Watch, 
ir. 
D. F. Fortune has made me his Deliverer, to fave 
him for my Revenge. To-inorrow he'll be ſober. 
Ped. And fo you'll go back to the Inn, Sir ? 
D. F. My Siſter is his Strampet — 'T'o-morrow he'll 
be ſober. | 
Ped. Pray come along, Sir — My Lady Aurora to be 
ſure.— Hark Pray come along, Sir. 


D. F. To-morrow he'll be ſober. [Excunt. 
FO TV, 
SCENE draus and diſcovers Don Felix at an Inn, 
fealing a Letter. = 
D. 2 HO waits there Pedro! — Tis Morn- 


ing now; and my Gentleman has had 
the Night to ſleep in Pedro, I ſay (Enter Pedro.) 
What's o' Clock? 

Ped. Paſt Eight, Sir. 

D. F. Go with this Letter to Pcrnarda's; and ſee 
that you deliver it ſafe. | 

Ped. I hope it is not to Don Lewes, Sir. (Looking 
at the Superſcription ) ] don't know the Street. 

D. F. But you can aſk, Sir. Tis Time he ſhould 
be ſtirring. 

Ped. Would it not be better, Sir, to find out my. 
Lady Auroras 

D. F. Do as I bid you, Sir And let me know that 
you have deliver'd it into his own Hands. I ſhall be 
walking in the Grove behind Sf. Luke's. You'll 


Ped. 


) 
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Ped. Yes, Sir, I ſhall! find the Place — But I don't 
mightily like this Buſineſs Women will be Women, 
Sir. And if Don Lew:s and my Lady ſhould be play- 
ing the Fool at Salamanca here — I believe, Sir, it 
would be our wiſeſt Way to go back to Madrid. 

D. F. Will you go where I ſend you? 

Ped. You know I don't like Fighting, Sir — And 
perhaps, if you'd conſider a little I am in a ſtrange 
Place, Sir and if Matters ſhould miſcarry—You have 
been a very good Maſter, Sir; and 'twould break my 
Heart if— Pray, Sir, may I fell the Horſes ? 

D. F. Another Word, Raſcal! and I'll— | 

Ped. I'm gone, I'm gone, Sir — I did but mention 
it—A Pox of this Fighting ! If a Gentleman can but 
get himſelf run thro' the Lungs, he never conſiders 
what becomes of a poor Servant. ( Afide, and exit. 

D. F. Another Time this Fglow's Fears could di- 
vert me. But my Thoughts are upon Revenge.—So 
now for St. Luke's and Don Levis. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Bernarda's. 


Enter Don Lewis and Melchior. 

D. L. In Bed, Sir! Why in Bed before I came home? 

Mel. 1 was taken very ill, Sir. | 

D. L. You were drank, Sir — But have you heard 
nothing? Do you know of no Diſturbance in the 
Streets laſt Nigat ? | 

Mel. Diſturbance, Sir! TI heard none. 

D. L. How came it Home, Rafcal ? 1 

Mel. The old Way, Sir — by the Watch — ſo Gi 
Blas ſays —and that your Honour was a little 

D. L. Drunk J ſuppoſe — and what then? — D'yoa 
quote Precedent, Sirrah ? If J am drunk, is Reaſon 
enough that You ſhould be ſober. 

Mel. J was taken violently ill, Sir—I could not ſleep 
all Night. 

D. L. And did you hear no NoilE ? 

Mel. Not a Breath, Sir. 


D. L. Nor any Talk of an Attack in the Street? 
Mel. None, Sir. | 
| D 3 | D. L. Has 
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D. L. Has no one call'd upon me this Morning ? 
Mel. Not a Soul, Sir.“ 

D. L. i have a confus'd Heap of Things in my 

Head, but remember hardly any Thing diſtinQly. 

That I was attack'd laſt Night I remember. That ! 
was deliver'd by a Stranger too I remember But 
who he was, or how I got home, there my Memory | 
fails me. 


Enter Bernarda. 

Ber. A Letter, Sir. (Gives a Letter.) 

D. L. From whom? 

Ber. The very Queſtion I aſk'd, Sir — But I am not 

over- curious, you know. A Servant brought it, and 
ſaid you'd know how to anſwer it. 

D. L. You may go in, Signora. | 

Ber. I ſhan't ſtay to diſturb you, Sir. (Exit, 

D. L. This Letter perhaps may explain Matters, 
f ( Opens and reads the Letter to himſelf.) 

Mel. The different Effects of Liquor upon different 

Why, here am I now as good-hu- 
mour'd a Fellow as any in the Univerſe—and my Ma- 
ſter there, all Fire and Gun- powder. He muſt live 
ſober, or I ſhall take him to Taſk I believe. ( 4/ide. 

D. L. So, fo, ſo! Where's G:i/ Blas? 5 

Igel. ] believe he's within, Sir. 

D. L. Tell him I want him. (Exit Melchior.) A 
Challenge! Is it poſſible? — Does the Boy play with 
me? Or is he really in carneft ?—To fend it in a Let- 
ter too! — Do we live at a Diſtance then? Does not 

one Roof lodge us? One Table board us? — I have 
dealt openly by him.— 

Enter Gil Blas. 
Where's your Maſter, Sir? | 

Gil. Upon his Pleaſures I ſuppoſe. TI have ſeen no- 
thing of him ſince Yeſterday. | 

D. L. Since Yeſterday !—Was not he at Home laſt 
Night? , 

Gil. No, Faith, Sir — Tis well if he comes Home 
to Night. His Frolicks don't commonly end ſo 
ſoon But I wiſh Gentlemen would conſider a little — 
Servants mult ſleep, Sir — We muſt have our N 


| Reſt, as well a ' 
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D. L. 1 am ſerious, Sir. D'you know nothing of 


him! 


Gil. Not a Syllable, Sir. 
D. L. Read That then. (Gives him the Letter) 


Aloud, Sir. f 


Gil. J hope no Accident has happen'd. 
D. L. Read, I ſay. 
Gil. (Read) Don Lewis has abus'd my Siſter, ane 

s diſhonour'd a noble Family; but if Bravery can 

* exiſt with Baſeneſs, he will be ready to vindicate 
# Lach his Sword the Wrongs he has done to 

| Felix de Mendoza. 
P. S. I wait ſingly in the Grove behind Sz. 
Luke's. 

D. L. You know the Hand, Sir ? 

Gil. To be ſure, Sir, it is my Maſter's Hand Not 
that I ever ſaw it before tho.” | (Alde. 

D. L. Can vou gueſs at the Meaning? 

Gil. The Meaning, Sir — Why, are you ſurpriz'd 
at it, after what I told you Yeſterday ? — The Meaning 
is, Sir, that he's a pretty Swordſman, and wants to be \ 
doing a little. Dig | 

D. L. Upon what Foundation? 

Gl. Is not it mention'd in the Letter, Sir? 

D. L. I ſpeak to be underſtood, Sir. He ſays I 
have abus'd his Siſter—-Upon what Foundation does he 
ſay it? 

"Gil I am thinking, Sir. Yes, yes, 'tis a Trick of 
my Lady's that's plain, —One of her Schemes that ſhe 
talk'd of Yeſterday—But why not conſult Me ?--Na 
Matter—There can be no fighting in the Caſe—So Il 
cen carry on the Humour. Adi.) | 

D. L. What are you puzzling about? | 

Gil. Puzzling, Sir? —No, Faith, the Matter's pretty 
plain, I think. My Maſter has ſent you a Challenge 
—And as every Thing muſt be done in Form, you 
know, he firſt of all cooks you up the Atiront, and 
then very decently demands the Satisfattion— That's 
the whole on't, Sir. 

D. L. You trifle with me. 


— 


Gil; 
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Gil. I wiſh I did, Sir—T knew *twould come out; 
and therefore I gave you a few Hints —Why, Sir 
'There's hardly aMorning that I carry up his Chocolate, 
but it's an even Bett, that he ſends me down with a 
Challenge. 

D. L. But why am F ſingled out? 

Gil. You viſited his Siſter laſt Night—Tis all as I 
told you Sir, —And beſides, you're a new Face He 
loves dearly to engage with new Faces, Men or Wo- 
men. He was in a Humour for fighting too— I have 
him before my Eyes this Moment—winding himſelf up, 


Sir -es, ſays he, I Muſt fight this Mornin z—Let me 


ſee -A new Face now—Ay, it ſhall be Don Lewwis— 

A pretcy Fellow—a very preity Fcilow—underitands 

the Sword too—And then he loves my Siſter Loves 
her !--How's that !—Have a Care! Is not ſhe a Wo- 

man ? Is not he a Man ?—Hey ! Pen and Ink there! 

—So down he fits, and away comes that Challenge— 

Modern Honour, Sir ! 

D. L. Is this poſſible? 

Gil. Not fo probable, perhaps; but all true, Sir. 
Why, there was Don Antonio at Mads id and no longer 
ago than laſt Week — They were the beſt Friends in the 
World, Sir But I don't know how it was, my Maſter 
happen d to find out that he ſquinted with one Eye. 
And ſo he did ſquint — He look'd ſomewhat in this 
Manner. ( /quints.) Upon which my Maſter ſent him 
a Challenge—Sir, you have ſquinted at me I am a 
Gentleman - And ſo on, in the common Form Left- 
Eye, Affront, Sword and Satisfaction With a Poſt- 


ſcript ſuch as yours —1 wait 2 in the Orange Grove 


And there they fought, Sir, Modern Honour again! 
bey were fine Swordſmen indeed; ſo neither of 
*em were kill d—But Things might have been other- 
wiſe, you know. 

D. L. And is he ſober at theſe Times ? 

Gil. Mad, Sir only mad. Very little given to 
Drink. Good-natur'd too mighty good-natur'd at 
Intervals— But a ſpoilt Child, Sir—a little unfortunate 
in a fond Mother—V ery unlike his Siſter Azrora— 
There's a Temper for you ! —— he Tears that this 
Brother of her's has coſt us, I, Bis 
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D. L. He muſt be cured, Gi Blas. You ſee the 
Place he appoints in his Letter I'll encounter with no 
ſuch Madman—Beſides, he's the Brother of my Aurora 
—The Friend too, to whom I owe my Acquaintance 
with her—Go to him yourſelf; and tell him, I'll meet 
him no where but at his Siſter's. If he thinks himſelf 
wrong'd, let him tell me ſo there. Away, Sir. 

Gil. Tis a little dangerous, methinks, in this Hu- 
mour of his—But I'll do't. What the Devil can this 
Challenge mean ? She had better have conſulted me a 
little — Only that I have no Head——no Head in the 
World—Ha, ha, ha!—Poor Don Lewis. [ 4fide, and exit. 

D. L. But now, how to manage it with Aurora ! 
Should I tell her of this Challenge, it may hurt her too 
ſenſibly. The hot-braind Madman? How have I 
injur'd him? — Tis well tho' that I know him. 
Aurora, perhaps, may let me into the Secret Pl 
away to her preſently. Melchior ! a 
5 Enter Melchior. 

If Don Felix ſhould happen to aſk for me, I am at 
Donna Aurora's—And d'you hear, Sir? Let me find 


you ſober when I come Home Call me a Chair. 
[ Exeant. 


SCE N E changes fo a Grove. 


| Enter Don Felix and Pedro. 

D F. To the Woman of the . Houſe! Why the 
Woman of the Houſe ? I bad you ſee Don Lew::, and 
give the Letter into his own Hands. | 

Ped. She ſaid he was not up, Sir. 

D. F. You ſhould have call'd him up then. 

Ped. You need not fear, Sir——The. Letter will 
rouſe him, PII warrant you. 

D. F. Do You be gone then—And hark you, Sir! 
As you know my Secret, you had beſt keep it. Upon 
Pain of Death return ſilently to your Inn If I fee but 
your Shadow, your Life ſhall aniwer for't. * , 

Ped. J am gone, Sir—So ! fo! Here will be five 
Doings preſently But I ſhall have the Horie:— That's 
my Comfort. [ Jade, and Exit. 


'> 
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D. F. Why does not he come ?—But Cowardice is 
inſeparable from a bad Mind. My Siſter was modeſt, 
prudent, and amiable—V/ hat Arts have been us'd to 
corrupt her, I know not. Her Diſhonour fits heavy 
upon me—l mull have Plocd for't. 
Enter Gil Blas. 
Gil. Every Step of the Way have I been thinking of 
this Challenge -What, in the Name of Wonder, can 
it wan? J have met No-body—and this is the Place I 


r 


thiok — _ 3 
D. F. Who are Vou, Sir? | 
Gi/. Hi! —I preſume, Sir, by that Queſtion, you- AY » 

don't live at Salamanca. 

D. F Who are you, I ſay? AY 
Gil. Who am J, Sir! - I was only looking for my - 

Maſter—Did you {ce him? 

D. F. Your Matter !—Who's your Maſter ? ] 

Gil. Don Felix, Sir—No Offence I hope They | 
told me he was here. A damn'd hot Fellow this. [4/ide, | 

D. F. I am Don Felix. «1 8-7 


Gil. That's mighty ſtrange now, that I ſhould not 
know my own Maſter—But 'tis Don Felix de Mendoza 
that I want. | 
D. F. Mera II am Don Felix de Mendoza. ; 
Gil. The Devil you are! But not our Mendoza I 
hope—O Lord! O Lord! (A/iae,) 
D F. I begin to ſuſpet. This muſt be my Siſter's 
Servant ſent hith-r by Don Lewvzs and her to inſult me. 
(Alide.) Aniwer me, Sir Who ſent you hither ? 
Gil. Who ſeni. me hither! —Lord ! Sir, you frigh- 
ten me {o !—My Maſter, Sir—I hope you are not an- 
ry. 
" D. F. Who ſent you, I ſay ? ' i 
Sil. If you would not frighten me, Sir | 
D. F. Don Le-vis and Aurora lent you. 
Gil. Aurora, Sir? 
D. F. Ay, Sir, Aurora No Concealments, as you 
value your Bones. (Shaking his Cane 't him.) 
i Gil. Concecalments, Sir! — I don't know what you 
4 mean don't indeed, Sir. Ves, yes, Don Telix ſure 
enough But I'll confeſs nothing. (Aſide.) 
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D. F. Where are they? 7 

Gil. Who did you ſay, Sir? | | 

D. F. Don Lewis and Aurora—Where are they ? 

Gil. As for Don Lewis Sir—he lodges at Bernardo's, 
the great Lodging-houſe there—He went out juit now, 
Sir - But the other Gentleman Who did you call him, 
Sir? Signor Aurorio ? I believe I don't ſpeak his 
Name right. 

D. F. You ſhall be taught it then. (Offering to 
trie him.). | 

Gil. Hold! hold! Sir! — Aurora I think you ſaid, 
Ils it a Man or Woman, Sir? 

D. F. My Siſter Aurora And now you know me, 
tell me of her, or I'll have your Lite, Dog. (Offering 
to draw) | | 

Gil. For Heaven's ſake, Sir !—I can bring you to 
Don Lewis and my Malter— They may tell you of her 

erhaps. 
l D. F. Do it this Moment then Away, Sir - And 
for Security I'll hold you faſt. (Takes hold of him.) 

Gil. That's the Way, Sir—1'll go firſt, if you pleaſe, 

D. F. Will you ſo!—But we'll go together, Sir. 

G:]. So! fo! —Here's a fine Piece of Buſineſs !— 
This is my Head now! (A4fide} (Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Aurora's Lodgings, 


Enter Aurora in Boy's Clothes, and Laura, 

Aur, Why does not Gz/ Blas come? 

Lau. They ſay he went out; but no Body knows 
whither. - | 

Aur, I wiſh we don't want him For if Don Lewis 
does not beat me as a Man, I ſhall imagine he does 
not love me as a Woman. 

Lau. Never fear, Madam—He'll be angry enough, 
Ill warrant him What, ſend away his Miſtreſs, and 
he not reſent it !—"Tis well I am to be by, let me tell 
you, 

Aur, I think he loves me; and this ſhall be the laſt 
Trial Let him follow me to Madrid, and he ſhall 

f make 
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make a Wife of me as ſoon as he pleaſes—(4 Knocking 


at the Door.) Here he comes ! 
Lau. Hide ! hide then! 
Aur. I'm in a ſad Trembling, I'm ſure-Would to 


Heaven all was over ! (Exit, * | 


Lau. And now. for a grave Face, and a long Story, 
(Opens the Door. ) 
Enter Don Lewis, 
Softly ! Softly ! Sir I thought *twas you—But you 
are come to a ſad Houſe. | 
D. L. A fad Houſe !—Why, what's the Matter? 
Lau. Speak lower, Sir—Have you ſeen 67 Blas 
this Morning ? 
D. L. Ay, what of Him ? 
Lau. Has he told you nothing ?—But how ſhould 
he ?—He did not know it himſelf. 
D. L. No; buteI have told Him.— He'll be here 
preſently, Does Aurora know it ? 
Lau. Know what, Sir? But pray ſock ſoftly, 
D. L. The Challenge. 
Lau. The Challenge ! What Challenge ? 
D. L. Does not ſhe know it then ? —A Challenge 
from Don Felix. 
Lau. Impoſſible his can't be a Trick of Gi! 
Blas's, ſure! [CV. A Challenge did you fay ? 
D. L. Ay, a Challenge — I ſpeak plain ] think— 
Does ſhe know nothing of it? 
Leu. My Viltrels, Sir? — How ſhould ſhe ? — But 
you are not in the Secret I ſee. 
D. L. What Secret? Prithee don't diſtract me. 
Lan. Lower, lower, Sir Don Felix is in the next 
Room, and will hear every Word. 
D. L. Don Flix!“ How long has he been here? 
Lau. Exer ſince laſt Night. 
D. L. Has not he been out this Morning ? 
Lau. No, why d'you aſk ſo impatiently! 2 
D. L. You amaze me! —— He appointed me juft 
now to meet him behind St. Lnke's; and ſaid he 
waited for me there But G:/ Blas has undertaken him! 
—— ls he come back ? 
Lau. 
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Lau. Not that I know of —G:#/ Blas has undertaken 
him! —This muſt be a Trick of his then. | 4/at. 

D. L. Where's Aurora ? 

Lau, Would I could anſwer that Queſtion, Sir!— 
But I fee you know nothing of what has happen'd. 

D. L. Of what has happen'd !——You ſet me up- 
on the Rack. 87, 

Lau. My Lady's gone, Sir. 

D. L. Gone! gone! —- Where's ſhe gone? 

Lau. You muſt aſk that of your Friend Don Felix. 

D. L. I ſhall run mad But prithee tel] me 
How went ſhe >— When wert ſhe ? —By whoſe Authori- 
ty? | 

Lau. At Midnight—In a Coach — By Don Felix's 
Authority, 

Lau. Don Felix !-—Bring me to him this Moment. 
But I'll be patient "till I know all-——Prithee te. 


me. 
Lau · That unlucky Viſit laſt Night, Sir——He was 
itting at the Window, and ſaw you—But to tell you 
low he look'd !—No, Sir, I can never tell you how he 
| look'd. Tis well, ſays he—mighty-weil—And away 
he ſtrided to my Lady's Dreſſing- room · 

D. L. Go on——Prithge go on. 

Lau. You have receiv'd, ſays he, the lalt Viſit from 
Don Lewwis. | | 

D. L. Did he Say ſo? 

Lau. The very Words, Sir I hope Not, ſays 
my Miſtreſs— The laſt Viſit from Don Lewis !— 
Echoing his Words, you know—Pray, Sir, ho came 
by tne firſt ?—- Was it of My ſeeking ?—But I love 
Don Lewis — | Os 

D. L. Could ſhe confeſs ſo much ? 

Lau. lvIore, more, Sir She grew as loud as he. 
—— I wiſh you had heard her——And it Don Lewis 
loves Me, fays ſhe, as I think he does, the World 
ſhan't divide us—— My Heart at leaſt ſhall be his; 
and if Gaere's any Cunning in Woman, my Perſon 
mall 30 with it. | 
D. L. The generous Creature 1— And what fol- 
low'd ? | | 

Lau. 


* 
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Lau. Storming, Sir —— 4A World of Storming. 
He lov'd you once, he ſaid but had chang'd his 
Mind—-—You muſt know he's very apt to change bis 
Mind Vou were a Man of looſe Principles; a de- 
bauch'd Rake — and a thouſand Things befides—— 
And then he went out, and then he came in again 
But we ſoon found what he went out for 

D. L. What? What? 

Lau. In leſs than an Honour, Sir, a Coach and ſix 
ſtop'd at the Door and up came three ill-lookin 
Fellows. In ſhort, with the Aſſiſtance of Don Felix, 
they hurry'd my poor Lady down Stairs—--forc'd her 
into the Coach tumbled a few of her Things in- 
crack went the Whip——and away they drove, God 
knows whither. | | 

D. L. At what Hour was this? 

Lau. At ten laſt Night—I beg'd hard to attend her; 
but the Doors were ſhut upon me. 

D. L. Enough, enough, Laura——Where is this 
Madman ? ( Going in. ) 

Enter Aurora. 
Aur. If you mean Me, Sir, I am here. 

D. L. *T were better you had been elſewhere, Sir. 
But I receiv'd your Note, and now am ready to an- 
ſwer it. | 

Aur. What Note, Sir? Did I ſend you any? 

D. L. You have forgot it then !—But your Mind, 
I fee, can change upon more Occaſions than one, 

Lau. Owen it, Madam A Challenge. Blas's 
Doing. [ Apart.) 

Aur, Well, Sir I ſent you a Note. 

D. L. And this is my Anſwer, [Drawing.] Draw. 

Aur. What, draw before a Woman !—Hark you, 
Laura, ſtep into the next Room a little, that we may 
kill one another without your ſcreaming. 

D. L. You are merry, Sir——But I have Reaſon 
to be otherwiſe. Where's Aurora ? 

Aur. Gone, Sir—Salamanca did not agree with her; 

D. L. You have us'd me baſely. 

Aur. | have ſent away my Siſter. 


D. L. You ſay too, that I have abus'd your __ | 
| y 


GIL BL AS. 


Aur. No, Faith, not that I remember. 
D. L. How, Sir! 
Lau. in the Challenge, Madam—Own it all. [apart. 
Aur. What I wrote, Sir, I believ'd—But I can't 
pretend to recolle& &ery Thing I write. 
D. L. Your Note was written not an Hour ago. 
Aur. May be ſo——1 can't ſay as to the Time 
There's no carrying every Thing in one's Head, you 
know, 
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i D. L. Can this be Don Felix? the Brother of Au- 
8 rora?—T his Shuffler? This Wretch > | 

1 Aur. What you pleaſe, Sir——And yet, after all, 
lam the very Man. | 

4 D. L. This Coolneſs is Inſult. 


Aur. My Siſter's gone, Sir, and ſo is my Anger. 

D. L. Draw this Moment Or follow me to 
St. Luke's. | 

Aur, Nor one, nor the other, 

D. L. Will nothing provoke you} 

Aur. My Siſter's coming back again. 

D. L. What think you of a Blow, Sir? (Strikes off 
her Hat.) | 


Hur. A Blow! EI don't think there's much in that, | 


from a Friend. (Stooping for ber Hat) And yet you 
may live to repent it. 

D. L. I do already, that T have ſtruck a Coward— 
Are not you a Coward ? 70% 

Aur. Sometimes ſo—ſometimes not—ThoſeThings 
are merely accidental But let me tell you, Sir, 
( MHalting up to him) if ] aſſume the Coward now, it 
is that I may lower myſelf to a Level with You. 

D. L. With me !—Have a Care, Sir—W hat means 
tnis ſlrange Behaviour? | 

Aur. The Man, who has betray'd his Friend, is 
Company for Cowards. 

D. L. Ha! ; 

Aur. Why was my Character to be expos'd? Siſter 
or no Siſter, 'tis the ſame to Me. I open'd my Heart 
you with a Frankneſs you were not worthy of; told 
all my Follies ; laugh'd over the wanton Sallies of my 
Slood—and thought the Secret as ſafe in your Breaſt as 
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in my own — There's an Inſolence in Her Virtue, that : 
makes me wiſh the World had known me, rather than y 


my Siſter, | 


D L. You can't be in Earneſt ſure — She inſolent!— 
With all the Sweetneſs naturalito her Innocence, ſle 


only laugh'd and wiſh'd you wiſer. 
Aur. There again 
You, good Man! pity'd my Youth 
me the Conſequence of this wild Behaviour 
D. L. So !—fo! 
Aur. And made no doubt but Time and your 


8 Admonitions would bring me to the Paths of | 
irtue—- There's a Meanneſs, Don Lewts, in Hypo- 
criſy, not to be brook'd by a Woman of Her Temper. 


D. L. Ha!——You alarm me now indeed! 
Aur. I fear you have loſt her for ever by it. 


ſtill. 


Aur. Her Departure laſt Night ſo ſuddenly, and all 
My Behaviour this Morning, which you have thought 


ſo ſtrange, were at her own Deſire. 
D. L. At her own deſire !——Why Lazra, Laura 


ſaw her forc'd away —— would have follow'd her, but 


You ſhut the Doors upon her. 
Aur. Laura had her Inſtructions too. 
Laur. I was bid to ſay fo, Sir. ; 
D. L. All my own Folly II ſee it —! ſee it! 


Aur. Aurora muſt be won by Openneſs No Maſk. 
— No Secret to come out hereafter And if ever you | 


ſee her more | 
D. L. Ever ſee her more !\—— | 
Aur, Speak to her with the Freedom you have done 


to Me. Hide not a Folly from her, that you would | 
bluſh for, if a Wife ſhould know it.—Do this, and! 
am ſtill enough your Friend, to think and tell her, you 


deſerve her. 


D. L. Generous Don Felix! [Oferirg to embrace | 


Her.] 


Aur. Hold, Sir! Now for the Blow you gave me, 


[D raws.] Draw! 


D. L. Not for the World! Il beg Pardon in 
Publick— | 


You were to reform me 
had often told 


D. L. D'you fear it Then you are my Friend | 


be 
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public Do any Thing! 
Aur. I love you, Don Lewis—But I am a Soldier, 
nnd muſt live with Honour Draw this Moment. 
D L. I dare not have injur'd you N 
Aur. Draw, I ſay. [She purſues him, and 4e. 
treats. 
2 For God's Sake, Sir! [To Aurora] — Here 


I mebody coming Hark! 


Gil. (Without.) Stay but one Minute, Sir !—Oaly 
ail 1 go in. 
D. F. [/H/4ithout.] Not an Inſtant, Raſcal -I muſt 
cut your Throat at laſt, I find. 

Aur. Ha!——Who are theſe? (de.) This Affair 


* will keep, Sir. [ Putting up her Sword. 


D. L. What new Turn now? [Afae.] 
Enter Don Felix, collaring Gil Blas, 

Gil. Mercy! Mercy Good dear Sir, Mercy! 

Aur. My Brother! [Runs and leans upon the Scene.] 

Lau. Don Felix, as I'm a Chriſtian! 

Gil. The Gentleman in White, Sir——That's my 
Maſter. | 

D. F. I ſee it is [Letting Gil Blas go.] | 

G1. Never fo frighten'd in all my Life! [ AAde.] 

D. F. Ay, bluſh for Shame ; [To Aurora] for you 
have ſtamp'd Diſhonour on a Family, that till now 
was without Stain. 

D. L. I don't like this—— I'm afraid, Don Felix, 
ou have too many Tricks. 

D. F. [ Turning guick.} Tricks, Sir! If You are 
Don Lewzs, your Manners are as foul as your Morals. 
gut I am not to be play'd with. 

D. L Nor I, Sir—as you ſhall All find. [Putting 
bis Hand to his Sword.] | 

D. F. You ſhall have Occaſion for your Sword pre- 
{ently——Baur firſt, I muſt have a Word or two here. 
(L:z4ing at Aurora.) | 

Aur. You look fo, Sir——you frighten me. 

D. F. Which Shame and Diſhonour could not do. 
Are not you a Wretch ? 

Aur. No, indeed. 

D. L. What am I to think? Where am I got? 
With whom? D. F. 
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D. F. Could Aurora do this ?——The modeſt, in. 
nocent Aurora? She has broke a Heart that lov'd her 


with that Tenderneſs 
D. L. You love Aurora !— ; 
P. F. Again !\——Tis well To You then, Don 
Lewis—— You receiv'd a Note this Morning. 


Aur. Ha! Courage aſſiſt me now, and f 
do! L. g me now, and we ſhall | 


D. L. I did —a Challenge——And there ſtand 


the Writer. 
Aur. I writ no Challenge. 
D. L. You dare not deny it, ſure! 
Aur, T writ none, I ſay. 
D. Z. This is too much—— 


D. F. Hold, Sir!-———— Tis Me you are to 
deal with—Where my Honour's at Stake, I am not to 


be banter'd with. | 
D. . Nor I Laura knows he writ it. 
Lax. I, Sir! not 1 


ther, Raſcal, and ſpeak the Trath. 
Gil. What am I to ſay now? (A4/iat.) 
D. L. Speak! 

il. I thought ſo, Sir. : 
D. L. You knew the Hand, Vu lain ! 
the Note (SH it Gil Blas) Deny it if you dare. 
Gil. Kill me, Sir kill me F am in your 
Power——T really thought it was his and fo I ſaid 


it—-—But I beg your Pardon, Sir—-— I never ſaw a 


Line of his Writing in my Life. 
D. L. I am diſtracted 
fuſion I am in. (To Don Felix) If this Note is yours, 
I am ready to anſwer it. 
D. F. The whole of your Behaviour aſtoniſkes me 
That you have Courage I know. 

D. L. How know it, Sir ? 

D. F. Your Defence laft Night againſt the Ruffians 


| was a brave one. 


D. L. The Ruffians!— more and more ſtrange : 
D. F. This Sword was of Service t'you. 
D. L. Was it: ——II thank you, Sir. 


D. F. | 


You told me fo, indeed. 4 
D. L. Is that all ? ——-6G:/ Blas too—-—Come hi- 


Here's 


You ſee, Sir, the Con- 


my 22 — 


D. F. You were then in a Condition unfit for my 


„ evenge. 


row,. 


; m Don Felix de Mendoza, the Brother of Aurora 
YTheiame Don Feliæ that call'd You to an Account this 
orning for the Wrongs you have done him. 


D. L. Revenge !-——For what? 
D. F. For violating the Honour of my Siſter. 1 


D. L. The Brother of Aurora - Who then is this? 


(Printing to Aurora.) 
1 
bility of your Ignorance I could be calm 
have talk'd too long Follow me this moment. 


D. F. Is not ſhe Aurora ? If there was a Poſ- 


But we 


D. ZL. No, I am rivetted here — Aurora! Can the 


Jud, the tormenting Don Felix be Aurora? 


Aur. Even ſo, Sir The very individual ſhe. 
D. F. And is it true Can it be true, that he 


Y knew it not, till this Inſtant ? 


Aur. Upon my Honour, Sir. 
D. L. And mine——Nay, I hardly can believe it 


Aur. I told you, you'd repent ſtriking me How 


Lo you intend to give me Satisfaction: 


D. L. By loving you for ever !-—-Laſt Night Don 


felix, you gave me my Life—lf you would make that 


life happy to me, give me your Siſter. 


D. F. And would you marry this wild Thing ? 

D. L. With her own Conſent, 'tis my only Wiſh, 
D. F. What ſays Aurora ? | 

Aur. Only that I love him, Sir—and ſhould break 
ny Heart, if he would not have me. 

D. L. My frank Aurora! | 

Jur. T am a very honeſt Madcap, Sir, as you ſee. 
lloyd you, and therefore I purſu'd you. If I have 
ſtep'd a little out of my Sex to make ſure of you, let 
Love be my Excuſe. 

D. L. My generous Girl! 5 

D. F. Then, Sir, we are Brothers — And Aurora 
once again my Siſter Take her, Don Lewis—But I 
muſt know of all her Pranks. 

D. L. And I too, how the Scheme has been con- 
ducded. 

Anr. 
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Aur. And I, Brother, what good Genius brought | 
You hither, in the very Inſtant I could have wiſh'd for 
Ou. ta. 
F Gil. Here he ſtands, Madam, at your Elbow—— A 
little in Diſgrace indeed— Not wanted now, and there- 
Fore not regarded. | 
D. L. Poor Gl Blas. . N 
Gi/. What Sort of a Genius, I wonder, had the Ma- 
nagement of My Affairs? | 
Aur. A lucky one, as you ſhall find. | 
D. F. Here's to begin. (Gives Gil Blas a Purſe.) | 
Let this be an Excuſe for what happen'd in the Grove, © 
Gil. Your Honour did frighten me a lictle. 
| Enter Bernarda. 

Ber. Tis well I have found you, Don Lewis . 
T have great News for you! 

D. L. For Me ? ; 

Ber. You were attack'd laſt Night But little do 
you gueſs by whom—— Jabella's contriving, every 
Bit on't. | 

D. L. 1/abella's ! | 

Ber. I never lik'd that Don Gabriel. — He was the 
Man, Sir But he's finely handled. 

D. L. Not dead, I hope ? 

Ber. Wounded, that's all 

Gil, He'll be hang'd, that's my Comfort. (Ade. 

Ber. Wounded in Half a Dozen Places— He won't 
die tho' But He was of another Mind, or he would 
not have ſent for me Iſabella ſet him at Work 
And this Morning ſhe has robb'd her Father, and leſt 
Don Gabriel to his Fate. 

D. L. Why, that's as it Should bs— But we have 
happier Things to think of —— You are in the Dark, 
Don Felix, but ſhall know all preſently. 

Aur. This was an Eſcape, indeed !— My noble Bro- 
ther, let me thank you for his Life—— And now if you |! 
will follow Bernarda to my Lodgings, I'll but ſtay to 
be a Woman again, and attend you for the Laugh. 
There I was the Friend of Don Lew75—— Here the 


Siſter of his Friend—— And you ſhall know how __ 
ri 
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rily we paſs d our Time. Lead on, Sir; (To Don Lewis) 
III follow you in a few Minutes. 

D. L. To give me that Happineſs, which a falſe 
Friend and falſer Miſtreſs promis'd me in vain, 


To all my Follies, here I bid adieu, 
| Reclaim'd and fix'd by Virtue, and by You. 
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